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Summary 


Lan Wangji suddenly looked up. Wen Xu was leaning relaxed on his chair, looking at his cup of 
wine, “Your aphrodisiac will ache and burn terribly, as you can already tell, but it'll pass eventually. 
The poison in A-Ying's body, however...” 


‘A-Ying, do you recall drinking any tea about 30 minutes ago?’ 


“I was afraid that even an aphrodisiac wouldn't be enough to force my A-Zhan, so I had to play a 
bit dirtier than I like. Baobei, I will be straightforward; the poison in A-Ying's body will kill him in 
about three hours. But, if you two put up a good show to our guests, I'll give him the antidote. 
Sounds good?” 


or; four years after the Qishan Wen Clan won the war, Wen Xu prepares a surprise for his cold and 
unloving concubine — Lan Wangji. In which two people are forced to hurt one another, but still 
find ways to protect each other. 


Notes 


"Every night I put you together—bone by delicate bone." 


—From A to X: A Story in Letters by John Berger 


Hey everyone! so this was originally a threadfic, but i've essentially rewritten and added a lot of 
thing, so do forgive if the prose feels a bit awkward in some parts! The main story is already 
written and finished. There will also be an epilogue, but i haven't decided if i want it to be an extra 
chapter or a separate work, so for now the fic will be set at finished with 6 chapters! Daily updates 
as to not spam the tag by posting it all at once. 


Important note: sexual trauma is a recurring theme, and both Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji have it. 
However, this fic will generally focus more on Wei Wuxian's due to the circumstances, but keep in 
mind that not only are both characters survivors of sexual slavery (meaning past noncon 
wwx/others and Iwj/others), but the very premise of this fic is that they're being forced to inflict 
sexual trauma on each other, so please take care of yourself while reading this, okay? Additional 
warnings will be given at the end notes of each chapter! 


Thank you so much qourmet for proofreading this beast, and thank you everyone who followed 
along, commented and reacted to the original threadfic!! Your support is the reason I was driven to 
expand on the idea in the first place!! 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Paddling their way back to the burning Lotus Pier, Wei Wuxian and Jiang Cheng made one grave 
mistake while lost in their grief. Found and captured by the Wen soldiers, death was imminent. 


To maintain his promise to Jiang Fengmian and Yu Ziyuan, Wei Wuxian talks. He’s always been 
good with words, knowing how to manipulate a conversation to get what he wants. Right now, all 
he needs is for Jiang Cheng to survive. 


Convincing the Wens wasn't difficult; convincing Jiang Cheng, however... 


“All we need is to buy time,” he promised him, “Jiang Cheng, without you, Yunmeng Jiang Clan is 
no more! Who will bury Uncle Jiang and Madam Yu? Who will take care of Shijie?! Don t fight 
back, Jiang Cheng, just listen to me!!” 


It worked, eventually, but the Wens were too clever. If they were to allow Jiang Wanyin to remain 
the head of his clan, they knew Wei Wuxian could not stay by his side. 


And so, they took him away. Without a word of what would be of his fate, Wei Wuxian 
disappeared. 


Without proper support, the Sunshot Campaign failed as soon as it rose. 


All rebel clans had to accept either becoming vassal clans, or have their entire family line 
eliminated. With that, they must bow down to Wen Ruohan’s will, and face their punishment for 
rebellion, no matter how humiliating. For Gusu Lan Clan, it was to offer up their second jade to 
become one of the Wen heirs' concubine. 


It was not a strange choice. Lan Wangji had been one of the strongest cultivators of his generation, 
meaning dual cultivating with him would ensure rapid growth of one's spiritual strength, which was 
Qishan Wen’s main goal. Although Zewu-jun refused immediately, Wen Ruohan’s word was law. 
Do as you're told, or face annihilation. Thus, knowing that his family would never give him away 
for such a humiliating purpose, Lan Wangji turns himself in, leaving behind only his sword and 
guqin, and a farewell letter to his family. 


And his hopes that it was not a goodbye. 


That was how, four years later, Lan Wangji found himself sitting on a grand, elegant bed, with fine, 
translucent curtains veiled around it. Surrounding him, a loud group of men sat in cushioned chairs 
and divans, chatting and drinking, hugging the courtesans on their laps who giggled and cajoled 
them. 


They came here to watch a show. 


Circumstances aside, Lan Wangji would count himself lucky. Back then, Wen Chao had been far 
too disgusted with the idea of lying with a man, even if it meant improving his cultivation. That 
meant Lan Wangji fell into the hands of Wen Xu, who did not care for him at all outside of the 
benefits. Sex was cold, calculated, almost surgical. Thanks to Lan Wangji’s high cultivation and the 
aunties’ advice on preparation, pain was not much of a concern for him. Wen Xu would come in, do 
what he needed, and leave. There was nothing more to their relationship. 


However, he did seem proud to say he had Gusu Lan's second jade beneath him, despite how 
pathetic their nuptial meetings actually were. Because of this, he would often show him off to his 
guests and friends, dressed in pretty clothes and ornate jewelry, maybe made to play a song on his 
guqin as they talked amongst themselves. 


But never touched. 


This is why Lan Wangji found this all very strange. He was told to sit on the bed and put on a good 
show, but Wen Xu was also sitting outside the veil. He would not be the one lying with him. 


So now, who would? And why the change of heart? 


The answer came sooner than he was ready for. The door opened suddenly, and as the servants 
dragged someone inside, recognition hit Lan Wangji’s eyes immediately. 


It was a tall man, his loose black hair cascading down his shoulders and back, wearing nothing but 
a white under robe. Compared to Lan Wangji, it felt like no care at all was put into making him 
presentable. The man was a bit too thin, seemingly having not been eating well for a long time. 
Despite this, the tips of his eyes and lips retained the familiar hint of a grin, while a dark, fresh 
bruise sat proudly on his cheek. 


Wei Ying. 


“Gentlemen,” Wen Xu’s retainer spoke up, “by Wen-gongzi's request, we present to you Qishan's 
most deprived, most feral, most challenging prostitute! A-Ying, be a doll and say hi to everyone, 
won't you?” 


Wei Ying ignored him, gazing indifferently at nowhere in particular, and Lan Wangji felt every 
emotion twist inside his stomach. 


Jiang Wanyin had long been secretly in search of Wei Ying, sending parties towards every prisoner 
or slave camp in every main region he could reach, and each time, they came back empty handed. 
At this point, they all had long thought Wei Ying must have been killed, tortured to death and 
thrown to rot into some shallow grave. 


Wei Ying was alive. But, then... What did they mean by...? 
With a mocking tone and sleazy smile, the retainer explained his story. 


After Lotus Pier waved the white flag and Wei Wuxian was taken away, the initial plan was indeed 
to kill him. However, Wen Chao and Wang Lingjiao's hatred ran deep, and death was too merciful. 

They had him thrown into one of the most vile places in the outskirts of Qishan. A brothel in name, 
but a prison in reality, where most—if not all—workers were slaves, criminals, war prisoners, 


enemies of the Wen clan, and anyone else they deemed repulsive enough to deserve rotting inside 
those walls. Patrons were allowed to do anything, except for killing. 


Once Wei Ying had known of his fate, they watched him scream as Wen Zhuliu melted his core into 
nothingness, then had him beaten and tortured for his rebellion in the Xuanwu cave, as well as 
anything else they wished to blame on him. Wang Lingjiao was about to have his arm cut and his 
face disfigured had the brothel's Madam not run inside, begging them to stop. 


“I still need to make money off of him!!” she cried, “please, my lord, I beg you to reconsider!! The 
clients will not pay much for someone missing an arm or a face!!” 


Wang Lingjiao almost threw a fit, but she knew better than anyone that the more clients he 
received, the better. 


Lan Wangji tasted bile on the back of his throat. He thought of the bright, sunny boy of back then, 
tortured, his core melted, forced to survive against whatever pain and humiliation a paying patron 
would wish for. 


For four years. 


Lan Wangji's blood boiled, body burning with rage, almost unusually so. Even his breath was 
quickening. He raised his eyes and counted 20 guests surrounding them. Drunk, pathetic men, 
whose greatest accomplishments were licking Wen Ruohan's boots. 


He could break the neck of every single one of them 


“But, you see,” the retainer spoke, “we've been told that A-Ying is quite the quarrelsome lover, as 
some may know." 


“He almost bit my dick off!” One of them yelled. Lan Wangji recognized him as one of Wen Xu's 
older cousins. As the others laughed at him, Lan Wangji burned his image in his brain. 


“But those are the best ones!” A middle aged man exclaimed, “Aiyah, you youths don't know how 
to have fun.” 


Wei Ying's expression, meanwhile, did not change. In fact, he almost seemed to be grinning, as if 
he'd heard a mildly amusing joke. 


“Quite the opposite of mine,” Wen Xu lamented, “My darling is so cold, it really saddens me.” 
Lan Wangji felt anything but cold right now. 


“Put them together, cousin!! I wanna see it!” A younger one laughed, squeezing the girl on his lap. 
He had to be even younger than Lan Wangji was when he turned himself in. 


“Just one today?” Wei Ying finally spoke, his voice cocky and slightly hoarse, but an easy smile on 
his lips, “I walked in this room full of people and thought I was done for. What's wrong, Wen Xu? 
Scared?” 


He smiled just enough to let his left canine show. Wen Xu huffed a laugh. 


It was so strange to see Wei Ying act this way. Lan Wangji even felt relief, for a moment, to think 
that these years of abuse did nothing to break his spirit, but Lan Wangji's heart only felt heavier. 


No... not just that. His own clothes grew uncomfortably warm and heavy against his skin. 


“If you behave, A-Ying, yes." He ignored his second question, "After all, before you touch my 
darling, I cannot allow anyone else on you, so count yourself honored.” 


"Hm, how very kind. This Wei is truly not worthy." 


“T know, I know. But,” he continued, “I cannot ensure your safety afterwards. So put on a good 
show, okay? Make them satisfied, or they will do so themselves.” 


Wei Wuxian looked up at the pathetic group of men surrounding him, then huffed a mocking 
breath, “How scary.” 


Lan Wangji's mind was already feeling a bit scrambled. There was heat, there was anger, there was 
disgust, there was dread, and... something, something else that did not make sense but he's felt 
many times before, and aching that—No. It couldn't be. 


It was true, he's wanted Wei Ying for almost as long as he's known him, but this? He wasn't like 
this. Not to this degree. Not in such a situation. Not in a way that he actively had to fight back to 
stay in control. 


“Very well, then. Why don't you open the veil, A-Ying? My darling is waiting.” 
He huffed another breath, giving everyone a silent stare, then walked to the bed. 


Lan Wangji had been so distracted with his own condition that he hadn't noticed his shadow 
approaching. When the veil opened, Lan Wangji looked up. 


He watched the exact moment Wei Ying's face dropped. 


“Lan—” Wei Ying mumbled, almost inaudibly. His eyes were wide, his lips half opened, and for 
the first time this evening, his handsome face was stripped of any front. 


He looked horrified. Yet, all Lan Wangji could think was how long it had been since he saw those 
features, so new, yet so familiar. 


“WEN XU!” Wei Ying yelled, turning around again, his face dark, “What is the meaning of this?!” 


Whatever Wen Xu saw in his expression, he seemed satisfied. He took a sip of wine, and smiled, 
“What's wrong A-Ying? Didn't like your gift?” 


“You—!! Why the hell is Lan Zhan—?! What the fuck is wrong with you?!! Let him go!” 


Lan Wangji's gaze was fixed on Wei Wuxian's face, as if he couldn't believe it was real. It was 
thinner, paler, older, but... it was here, real. Lan Wangji's body burned each second more that he 
looked. 


“A-Zhan has been mine for over four years, A-Ying." he rested his chin on his hand, “Mine to do 
whatever I wish." 


“What the fuck are you talking about? Have you gone mad?! Gusu Lan would never do this! Lan 
Zhan, you—” 


Wei Wuxian looked back at him, but couldn't hold his gaze. He turned back to Wen Xu, “Let him 
go. Now!” 


“Ts this the emotional reunion of two old friends? Or were the rumors true, and you cannot stand 
the sight of each other?" Wen Xu's smile widened, “I'd heard the two of you didn't quite get along, 
but you still killed that turtle together, didn't you? Do you not have the bond of fighting death 
together? Why are you like this now, A-Ying?" 


“Don't change the subject! Wen Xu, you better—!” 


“Cousin, why are you letting him talk to you like that? Shut his damn whore mouth!!” That 
younger boy yelled. 


The insult seemed to sober up Lan Wangji minutely. With a quiet gasp, he realized just how far his 
mind had gone. 


“Wei Ying—!” he called, without thinking. Wei Wuxian looked at him instinctively, and froze in 
place. 


Neither of them could speak a word. 


Wei Ying, who looked proud and unbreakable just a moment ago—now his anger, his sadness, his 
disbelief, it all showed clearly in his eyes. 


“Lan Zhan, you... what are you doing here?” he whispered. 
Lan Wangji didn't know how to answer. 
In fact, he was starting to forget how to. 


Wei Wuxian frowned. He raised his hand slightly, hesitating, then gently laid it on Lan Wangji's 
bare forehead. 


“... You're feverish.” He spoke, his worry increasing “Lan Zhan are you... what's happening?” 
Wen Xu mused, “Ah, it must be starting to take effect.” 


At those words, Lan Wangji froze, dread sinking into his stomach. He knew now what had been 
causing the strange heat boiling his body from the inside out. He knew now, just what Wen Xu 
wanted him to do. 


“Wei ying, get out...”, he mumbled, “I... cannot...” 
“A-Ying, do you recall drinking any tea about 30 minutes ago?” Wen Xu asked. 


Excited whispers began fluttering among the guests. Although both "performers" still had their 
clothes on, the crowd seemed to already be taking this sickening first act as part of the show. 


“T'm not stupid, Wen Xu, I know that drink was spiked. What does this have to do with Lan Zhan? 
Did you poison him as well?!” 


“And risk damaging his cultivation? Even killing him? I'm not that careless,” he said, “But I feared 
he would be too cold, too restrained, if I didn't give him a proper incentive. That's why I gave him 


two, instead.” 
Lan Wangji breathed heavily, his hands trembling, “Wei Ying, you cannot stay....” 


Wei Wuxian looked fixedly at him—Lan Wangji, the Lan Zhan he knew, who'd always been so 
uptight, so self-controlled, who Wei Ying teased so relentlessly in their youth just to see him break, 
just to see the boy beneath the cold jade—Now, forced by an aphrodisiac to... 


“...Wen Xu,” Wei Ying smiled dangerously, “you better pray I don't ever get my hands on you.” 


“Wei Ying, ” Lan wangji begged him once again, his skin burning where Wei Ying's hand now 
rested on his shoulder, “Please, go...” 


“Are you sure, A-Zhan?” 


Lan Wangji suddenly looked up. Wen Xu was leaning relaxed on his chair, looking at his cup of 
wine, “Your aphrodisiac will ache and burn terribly, as you can already tell, but it'll pass eventually. 
The poison in A-Ying's body, however...” 


‘A-Ying, do you recall drinking any tea about 30 minutes ago?’ 


“I was afraid that even an aphrodisiac wouldn't be enough to force my A-Zhan, so I had to play a 
bit dirtier than I like. Baobei, I will be straightforward; the poison in A-Ying's body will kill him in 
about three hours. But, if you two put up a good show to our guests, I'll give him the antidote. 
Sounds good?” 


“You—!!” Lan Wangji tried to move, but Wei Ying pulled him back. It did the opposite of helping. 
Instead, his body ached and burned even more where Wei Ying's hands touched him. 


“Lan Zhan, stop!” he tried to reassure him, “He's bluffing, they can't kill me. I'm of no use dead.” 
Wen Xu laughed, “Dead? A-Ying, you're of no use alive!” 
The rest of the guests laughed along obnoxiously. 


“Your core has been melted. Everyone else, including your Yunmeng Jiang Clan, already thinks 
you're dead. You've grown so weak you can barely put up a proper fight in bed anymore! What use 
do you possibly think we could have for you at this point?!” 


Wen Xu swallowed all the wine in his cup, throwing it aside, he stood up, marched towards the bed 
and grabbed Wei Wuxian's face with one hand. Without fear or hesitation, he forced him to look at 
him, “I see the brothel wasn't able to beat that arrogance out of you. Don't you think for a moment 
that we've kept you alive for some important reason. It was my brother and his previous woman's 
wishes to put you in that place, and I doubt he even remembers it anymore. For as much as I'd love 
to think of you spending the rest of your miserable life being whored out in that ditch, in fact... I 
just don't think of you at all.” 


It took Lan Wangji every ounce of self-control to not leap onto Wen Xu like a ravenous tiger, 
tearing his flesh apart with his bare teeth, but Wei Wuxian's face remained expressionless. Wen Xu 
only let out a cold laugh. 


“All I wanted was to see my darling A-Zhan react to something, and I'm almost offended it had to 
be you. Still, don't think too highly of yourself, head disciple. The only use you have left is exactly 


as you are now, so I recommend you start taking it seriously.” 


Then, as if Wei Wuxian was some dirty grime he'd accidentally touched, Wen Xu pushed his face 
away, retrieving a handkerchief to wipe his hand, then walking back to sit on his chair, “If you 
really have no wish to live any further, then at least be useful. Entertain us. My guests are getting 
impatient...” he smiled, “and so is A-Zhan.” 


Lan Wangji sucked in a shaky breath, clenching his fists. 


“You have three hours.” 


Lan Wangji felt as if his mind was slipping away. 


He'd had his suspicions, but it seems confirmation that he had indeed taken an aphrodisiac only 
made its effects stronger. His thoughts were clouding, his hands were shaking, his breathing was 
labored. Meanwhile all his mind could scream was ‘no, not like this!’ 


He's wanted and yearned and ached for Wei Ying for so long, but not like this. Not to entertain 
pathetic men. Not when he could not hold back. Not when Wei Ying doesn't want him too. 


“Wen Xu...” Lan Wangji tried to speak, holding on to whatever sanity he still had left, ““Wen- 
gongzi, c-cease this nonsense. Wei Ying has nothing to do with—” 


Another wave of aching heat came upon him, and Lan Wangji lost his words. 
Wei Wuxian gazed at him, silently, then asked, “... How long does the aphrodisiac last?” 


Wen Xu ate a raisin that a courtesan by his side was hand-feeding to him, “Why do you want to 
know?” 


"Answer me!" 


He shrugged, “I didn't ask, and they didn't tell me. All I know is that it's quite strong... They said 
it's unlike human arousal, and more like a beast's. Curious, isn't it?” 


The fury boiling in Lan Wangji's veins—it was like a beast's too. He could barely control the 
impulse to lunge at every man in this room, tearing their skin and cracking their bones with nothing 
but his hands. He might have... if Wei Ying was not here too. 


Because Lan Wangji knew, if he allowed himself to lose control for even a second, if he allowed his 
mind to slip... he might kill every person in this room, yes, but Wei Ying— 


It scared him, to think what he would do to him. 


Suddenly, a burning hand pushed him down, and Lan Wangji fell on his back on the bed. Once his 
eyes had focused again, Lan Wangji saw Wei Ying right above him. 


“...” he gazed at Lan Wangji, an unreadable frown on his face, “Are you really still pretending you 
are not in pain? Lan Zhan, you...” 


He huffed a breath, but this one was different from the mocking, ironic ones from earlier. It 
sounded fond, and a little sad. 


"Even now, you're still so stuffy..." 
Wei Ying moved his hand, closing the translucent veil around the bed once again. 


"What the hell?!" One of the men yelled. "Why are they closing the veil??!! Cousin, have them 
open it again!" 


“Ah? Have you forgotten? My A-Zhan is in there," Wen Xu ate another raisin, “Besides, it's more 
appealing this way, isn't it?” 


Some of the men agreed eagerly, others whined, but Lan Wangji could hear nothing of it anymore. 
“Wei Ying—! What-what are you doing?!” 


“Shh!! Lan Zhan, I...” he sighed, lowering his voice, “Listen, I don't like men either, but at least let 
me help you with your poison, okay? You're obviously—" 


“Get off! Wei Ying, y-you don't—!” 


“Haha! Told you!” a voice outside exclaimed, “Hanguang-jun is such a cold beauty, I knew he'd be 
the one getting ravished!” 


“No way!!" the other protested, “Fuck that, I only came to see that Wei-whore get the fucking he 
deserves!! Cousin Xu, are you gonna let this happen?!” 


Wen Xu did not move or say a word, only narrowing his eyes a bit. Watching this exchange, Wei 
Wuxian frowned. 


Of course, all they wanted was to see them humiliated. Wei Wuxian had long gotten used to the 
idea of it in the brothel, seeing as those who came to his room only sought one thing. Despite 
everything, Wei Wuxian's pride was still unshaken, he'd never give them what they wanted. But, 
Lan Zhan... 


He thought of the red-faced boy, yelling in embarrassment at the image of two figures in 
lovemaking. He thought of his panic when Wei Wuxian jokingly stripped his clothes in that cave, 
hoping to make him cough out the bad blood inside his chest. 


It was one thing, when he teased and joked among the two of them. But this was no joke, now. 
These people were waiting for one of them to be bent down and fucked until they broke, as hard as 
for as long as they demanded it. 


If someone had to be humiliated today, forced to beg and cry for their life, it shouldn't be Lan Zhan. 
If someone had to suffer for other people's amusement, it should never be Lan Zhan. 


Thinking this, Wei Wuxian actually felt quite at peace with what he was about to do. At least this 
time, it would be on his terms. 


“Good Lan Zhan, don't be scared, okay?” He coaxed him, “If not for you, then do it for me. If I 
don't get that antidote, what's gonna happen to me, hm? You won't even do me to save my life?” 


Hearing this, Lan Wangji froze. Wei Wuxian didn't wait another moment, climbing on top of his 
hips and moving to remove his waistband, but Lan Wangji quickly grabbed his hand. 


“No—” he panted, “not you. Let me... Wei Ying, I won't be able to control myself—” 
Wei Wuxian huffed a breath, “So what? Do you think I’m that delicate?” 


Without any further warning, Wei Wuxian pulled on Lan Wangji's waistband and his clothes, 
revealing the already dark, fully hard cock underneath. 


Wei Wuxian only looked for one second, a small, fleeting look of hesitation on his face. 
Lan Wangji hissed, “Don't—!” 


He gently held the hot, heavy member in his hand, trying not to think about what it was or who it 
belonged to. It wasn't too difficult. That's what he did most days, anyway. 


Just don't think about it, pretend it's not happening to you. 


He took a breath, aligned it to his entrance, and lowered himself in. All thoughts immediately left 
Lan Wangji's brain. 


He hissed, his sensitive cock burning against the dry entrance. All he could feel was Wei Ying 
around him, his warmth seeping through where they were connected, scorching Lan Wangji from 
the inside out. 


“Fuck, ” Wei Wuxian muttered under his breath. A month ago, when the Madam told him that he 
would not be receiving any new clients for the rest of the month because "someone important" had 
paid in advance, and wanted him fully clean for the next job, he had been thankful. But Wei 
Wuxian had always been someone who forgets the pain of an injury as soon as it healed, and this 
hasn't changed. Now, thinking back to it and feeling the excruciating pain of being stretched 
below... fuck, it might have been easier if he hadn't forgotten it at all! 


“Heh, it's fine, it's fine! Just... ah, I've done this a lot, so you can lie down and relax, haha!" 


Lan Wangji only heard a few words, his head clouded with heat, but it was enough to make him 
nauseated. He just now realized that Wei Ying went in without any preparation. 


Wen Xu was far from kind, but he'd always allowed Lan Wangji to oil up beforehand. It made 
things faster and easier for both of them. Besides, Lan Wangji also had his cultivation to help 
manage the pain. 


Wei Ying, however... 


He moved his hips, and Lan Wangji lost his words once again. His hands instinctively grabbed Wei 
Wuxian's waist. It was so tight and warm, and Lan Wangji ached, and ached, and ached. Hands 
trembling as he felt the self-restraint slowly evade him. 


“Wei—Wei Ying, don't move like—!" 


“Ah... so big, Hanguang-jun!” he raised his voice, eyes facing the figures at the other side of the 
thin, translucent veil, “you're the biggest one I've ever had, for sure, hahaha! You—! Agh!” 


Lan Wangji couldn't hold back, violently thrusting up against him. Wei Ying writhed in pain. 


“Fuck off!!” a familiar voice cursed at him, "Just you fucking wait until you're done! I'll show you 
big!!” 


It was the same one that cried about Wei Ying almost castrating him. The same one that yelled 
about only coming to watch Wei Ying get "the fucking he deserves". 


Lan Wangji was getting sick of him. 


The other men laughed at him, some mocking him, others egging him on. Wei Wuxian had already 
turned back to Lan Wangji, forgetting about the people outside. He pushed his hands against Lan 
Wangji's torso, breathing in, then slowly lowered himself once again. 


But it was far too slow. 


Lan Wangji's hands acted without thinking, tightening his grip. His fingers dug into Wei Wuxian's 
still covered flesh and rapidly pushed him down, forcing him into his cock, almost full-length. Wei 
Wuxian burst out a painful cry before covering his own mouth, back bending as his limbs trembled. 


“I'm sorry..." Lan Wangji attempted to speak through the fog in his mind, “Wei Ying...” 
“Shh,” Wei Ying placed a gentle hand on Lan Wangji's forehead once again. The frown of pain in 


his brows changed to one of concern, “You're still so warm... why are you still holding back? 
Doesn't it hurt?" 


It did. 

It all hurt. 

“Why is it taking so long?! Just fuck him already!” An older man yelled. 
"Cousin, I think that aphrodisiac is defective. How boring..." 


"Fuck, if he doesn't take that whore then I will!" The loud Wen cousin threw his cup on the floor, 
threatening to stand up. 


Ignoring them, Lan Wangji took that warm hand on his face within his own, “Wei Ying, I cannot—I 
don't want... to hurt you," he begged, breath and hands trembling, “Please...” 


Before the last word had even left his mouth, Lan Wangj1’s vision began darkening again, losing his 
senses to the warmth and tightness around him, the burning touch of Wei Ying's hands on his 
clothed chest, his heartbeat accelerating both in lust and terror. All he saw through the mist was 
Wei Ying's face breaking, a sad smile pulling on his lips. 


"You goody two-shoes..." he laughed, a bit choked, giving that warm, trembling hand a gentle 
squeeze. Then, he gently ran his fingers down, closing his friend’s eyelids for him, "It won't take 
long now, so... until then, just pretend I'm someone else. Okay?" 


Before Lan Wangji could even think about what that meant, Wei Wuxian began moving again. 
Against his better judgment, Lan Wangji opened his glassy, half-lidded eyes, to the image of it. Wei 


Ying, his eyes closed and brows drawn, his white under robes beginning to skew as it revealed a 
pale chest. Wei Ying, pursing his lips and clutching Lan Wangji’s clothes and riding his cock, this 
time, in a rhythm, as some small, muffled whimpers escaped his throat. 


It was too much. 


The final thread of self-restraint in Lan Wangji finally snapped. 


It was hard to tell what had happened afterwards. 


His thoughts and mind were gone, he felt and saw and heard nothing but the scorching heat, the 
ache, the pleasure, the quiet cries that came after a violent thrust. All there was was Wei Ying, Wei 
Ying, Wei Ying— 


Wei Wuxian rarely felt fear these days. 


He feared no death nor pain, and both his pride and confidence could not be bent by humiliation. 
Almost every day for the past four years he was tested, and every day he survived with that same 
irritating, arrogant smile on his face. 


But when Lan Wangji threw him face-down on the bed and pinned him down by the nape, fucking 
into him with unimaginable violence—When Wei Wuxian instinctively tried to fight back only to 
hear a low, deep growl behind his ear—this time, his heart went cold with fear. 


This time, every muscle in his body froze and screamed in unison, forming a single voice in his 
head telling him with unwavering terror: You are going to die. 


All the men cheered at the sight, and Wei Wuxian buried his face on the sheets so as to not look at 
them. Trying to manage his breathing, he forced out a laugh instead, “Ah—haha!! Lan Zhan, why 
the rush? Slow—slow down!” 


Lan Wangji did not listen. From the back, he hastily removed Wei Wuxian's already crooked 
waistband, pulling his clothes down to expose the pale skin of his neck and shoulders. Without a 
moment of hesitation, he sank his teeth into it. Hard, and deep, until he tasted blood. 


Wei Wuxian let out a painful cry, his mind screaming desperately at him to get away, knowing fully 
well that he couldn’t. He didn't at all expect this sort of attitude and force from Lan Zhan, not even 
a drugged one. It was so unlike what he'd been preparing himself for, and so very like some certain 
nights from the past few years, to the point that Wei Wuxian had to mentally reassure himself that 
‘it's okay, it's just Lan Zhan, it's okay. It's just the poison in his body. Just endure it for a bit and 
he’ll be finished soon. You're doing this for him, you're doing this to help him.’ 


Because Lan Zhan needs it. 


Because you can take it. 


After telling himself that over and over again, Wei Wuxian was able to relax a little. He tried taking 
a look to the side to catch a glimpse of his friend, to confirm the arms squeezing his waist and the 
member intruding him were really his, but from this angle, he couldn't. 


“Lan Zhan..?!” 


The men laughed, and Wei Ying was only thankful that his eyes had somehow grown wet enough 
to blurry their faces through the thin veil. 


The person behind him thrust deeper, and Wei Wuxian had to bite his lips so as to not wail in pain. 
He squeezed his eyes shut and tried to endure it like he’s learned to, managing for a good few 
minutes, holding back every whimper and almost detaching his awareness from the situation, but 
when one of the men outside roared in laughter so loudly it startled Wei Wuxian out of his trance, 
and from then on, the rows and rows of mocking, malicious laughter was all he could hear. 


It was like a wake-up call, and his body flared up in panic. Wei Wuxian felt every inch of his skin 
crawl and tense up, instinctively trying to fight back and escape just to have his face shoved even 
harder against the sheets. Relief came for only one moment as the person behind him pulled out, 
but before Wei Wuxian could even breathe, a large hand pushed down his waist onto the bed with 
almost enough strength to snap it, and he was immediately invaded again, fucked hard and deep 
like some conquered beast. 


“Lan Zhan!” he cried out, his eyes watering. He kept telling himself over and over ‘it's like a rut, 
he's poisoned, he just can't hear you, it'll be over soon, you're doing this for him, you can take it, 
you can take it, you can— 
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“Lan Zhan... Lan Wangji! Wangji-xiong! Please" he cried out, “Er-gege, look at me? I'm— 


He felt the hardness inside of him pull out as two strong hands wrapped around his waist, flipping 
him over. He saw that pretty, jade-like face, now not nearly as cold. The eyes, light as ceramic 
glaze, were wide and red-rimmed, staring at him in shock, or fear. Or both. 


"Lan Zhan—ah!'" 


It only lasted for a second. Soon, his eyes clouded over again and Lan Wangji was thrusting back 
in, bending down to sink his teeth into Wei Wuxian's skin like he did before. Wei Wuxian hissed in 
pain, but didn't fight back this time. Wrapping his arms around Lan Wangiji, a strange blend of 
sadness and relief to know that, although his actions were unrecognizable, it was still his Lan Zhan. 


More laughter came from outside, the guests clapping and urging Lan Wangji to not spare him any 
mercy. Hearing this, an idea lightened up in Wei Wuxian's head. 


“D-Does it feel good, Lan Zhan? Ah—! Do you like it?” Wei Wuxian spoke through his teeth, 
trying to sweeten his voice through the burning pain, “No one ever went so deep, you know? It's— 
ah, it's like I'm a little virgin again, haha!!”” 


He got to watch with satisfaction as some of the faces beyond the veil slightly soured, only 
encouraging him to keep going, “Er-gege, it—it feels so good, you inside of me! Ah!! Go, go as 
deep as you like! Put a baby in me while you're at it, do it! Ah—fuck!!” 


It seemed Lan Wangji could, in fact, go deeper. Wei Wuxian bit his tongue as the fucking became 
rougher. He moved his hips, trying to follow his rhythm in a way that would hurt less. Yet, in a 


stunning surprise, he found that, when paired with the feeling of Lan Zhan's hands and mouth on 
him, the invasion could actually feel quite enjoyable. 


He tried doing it again, and Lan Wangji growled, pinning his hips and driving in violently, hitting a 
spot inside that made Wei Ying see fireworks. 


“Ah-hah!! Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan Lan Zhan Lan Zhan—again...” he panted, limbs almost 
trembling, “L-Like that. Do that again..!" 


Wei Wuxian didn't know if Lan Wangji could actually hear him or not, the latter only continuing to 
fuck him relentlessly as Wei Wuxian begged and moaned like he never thought he would in his life. 
Noticing how the in-and-out didn't hurt as much, Wei Wuxian was caught with the oddest curiosity 
to look down and check where they connected, not realizing what he was doing until he'd already 
done it. 


The sight was almost too obscene. His eyes glossed over the bloodstains in his inner thighs— 
having grown used to seeing them a long time ago—and were caught instead on the member 
invading him. His first thought was that the aphrodisiac must have been ridiculously potent; Lan 
Wangji wasn't just rock-hard inside of him, but his cock was also leaking more than usual, making 
the intrusion much easier to bear, in a way that Wen Xu probably didn't want it to. 


His second thought was nonexistent. Because, oddest of it all, and what truly made Wei Wuxian's 
face warm up to the shade of a cherry, was seeing his own, fully hard cock, right between the two 
of them. It even had a little pre-cum glistening at the very tip. 


That had never happened before. Not like this. 


Wei Wuxian had to look twice to make sure he wasn't imagining things, but there it was, bouncing 
hard and dark and aching against his stomach—Wei Wuxian's own arousal. 


For a moment, he was silent, almost in shock, but then... he began to laugh. 


Maybe Wei Wuxian had not been as unaffected by what his life had become as he'd originally 
thought. There were times when a client would touch him just the right way, forcing his body to 
respond beyond his control. He knew it wasn’t enjoyment, exactly, but finding himself not only 
getting hard, but chasing after a touch that he did not want. Well, that was a particular kind of 
humiliation. Wei Wuxian would rather have his flesh scraped off of his bones than find himself 
moaning under someone who hated him. 


Yet, this time, it was nothing like it. Because he would look up, and he would see Lan Zhan, and he 
would have the ridiculous realization that he was having sex with Lan Zhan, and the absurdness of 
the situation overwhelmed him entirely. Despite his pain, despite the cruelty of it all, Wei Wuxian 
couldn't help but laugh! After all these years, who would have thought!! 


After all, he'd never really known Lan Zhan's opinion of him. As much as there was a time where 
he almost believed Lan Wangji despised him by how often he'd reject his attempts at friendship, he 
couldn't help but feel like things had changed a bit inside that Xuanwu cave. That, if they'd been 
given more time, he might have been able to convince Lan Zhan to visit Lotus Pier, or to go night- 
hunting together. 


But soon after, Lan Zhan's father died... And not much longer after that, Lotus Pier burned. 


Then, Lanling Jin Clan surrendered, Qinghe Nie was decimated—Chifeng-Zun barely being able to 
send his brother away in time—and Gusu Lan was left helpless. 


Wei Wuxian could only bite his tongue and accept his fate, not quite believing any of the words his 
clients had to say of what would be done to Yunmeng Jiang—to Jiang Cheng, to his shijie—if he 
did not cooperate. 


"San-ge told me you tried to escape a few nights ago, A-Ying. Is that true? Huh? Why is it, are you 
unhappy? Are you too good for our clan's hospitality, is that it? Have we been insufficient for your 
taste?! Look at yourself! Who let you be this arrogant?!" The greasy Wen cousin raged, throwing 
down a worn down paper partition in Wei Wuxian's bedchambers. "J know already. Think I didn't 
see that attitude of ours back in our archery competition? Think I didn't hear what you did to Wen 
Chao in that cave?! It's all Yunmeng Jiang Clan's teaching, isn't it? You're still their Head Disciple, 
and you still act this way! Your treason is their treason, Wei Wuxian. Burning them down once 
wasn't enough for you, was it? Very well, I'll let uncle know, tell him to give them a lesson for your 
disobedience again, maybe this time bring that ugly shijie of yours as well, maybe in here she'll be 
worth someth—!" 


Wei Wuxian flew into a rage, and he could not remember what happened afterwards. Spiritual 
shackles were made to ensure he would not attempt an escape or attack another client again, 
although—and he would never confess it—the most effective measure to hold him back had not 
been physical. 


After this, on rare occasions, the thought of Lan Wangji would cross his mind, and Wei Wuxian 
would catch himself thinking that maybe it was a good thing he and Lan Zhan never had the chance 
to properly become friends. He already missed Jiang Cheng and Jiang Yanli so much, always 
concerned on how his behavior in this place could be used against them on the other side. Even if it 
wasn't true, even if it was all a bluff, when it was told to you over and over again by the only 
outsiders you would ever meet... how could a person not catch themselves almost believing it? It 
was best not to add another connection to himself. It was best that Lan Wangji was far away, in his 
home, playing some old-fashioned music, eating rabbit food, and letting their close acquaintance, 
almost friendship, or whatever one would name it... fade into the back of his mind, never to be 
disturbed again. 


Yes, that would be best, he thought. This way, Wei Wuxian wouldn't need to miss him as well. 
They were never even friends, after all. 


Well, even if that was all still true, Wei Wuxian couldn't help the ridiculous irony of thinking this 
now with Lan Wangji's dick inside of him. Not only that, but realizing he wasn't even hating it, 
despite how badly it hurt, even to the point of enjoying it! That he was happy and relieved it was 
him, and not anyone else. What a baffling, hilarious way to overcomplicate the matter! What a 
terrible, fucked up situation to be enjoying himself in, and still, he couldn't hold himself back at all! 
So Wei Wuxian did the only thing he knew what to do, and laughed, loud, and heartly, and 
unrestrained. 


“What is going on in there? Why is he laughing?” One of the men complained. He was distracted 
kissing and squeezing the woman on his lap, but the sudden laughter completely ruined his mood. 


Wen Xu only frowned, drumming his fingers against the arm of his chair. 


He did not bring Wei Wuxian here to enjoy himself. 


"Lan Zhan! A-Ah—! Hahaha!! Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan!!" He called, over and over, because he could, 
biting his lip as Lan Wangji thrusted harder and harder, holding him close as Lan Wangji buried his 
face on his neck, biting deep into his skin. And when Wei Wuxian felt Lan Zhan's hips spasming 
and something hot filling him inside, he threw his legs around his waist and pulled him close, 
feeling his heart and breathing right against his chest as he held him tight. Because this was Lan 
Zhan, and Lan Zhan never meant to hurt him. 


Wei Wuxian did not come, as he often didn't, but somehow he still felt so happy and satisfied. He 
only embraced Lan Zhan close, feeling warm and full as the other man breathed heavily, slowly 
coming back to himself. 


“Wei Ying..?” Lan Zhan’s raspy voice mumbled against his skin. 


Lan Wangji's brain fog was still severe. The aphrodisiac still burned inside his veins, but the release 
just now was enough to quench the worst of his body's needs, giving him what he knew was a 
temporary clear-mindedness. He tried to lift himself up, feeling heavy and damp with sweat 


“Wei Ying?” he called again, more urgently this time. He blinked the blurriness away, finding 
himself hovering over a warm, bare body, with nothing but white under robes sprawled beneath it. 


He blinked once again, eyes gazing at a strange sun brand on that body’s chest. It only took one 
second more for Lan Wangji to remember where he was, and his heart sank. He almost gasped in 
horror, immediately trying to back away and get off of Wei Ying. But to his surprise, Wei Ying's 
legs squeezed shut as he threw his arms around Lan Wangji's shoulders, pulling him close once 
again. 


“Wei Ying..? You—” 
“Please...” he pleaded quietly, “even if you hate it..." 


Against his flush, bare chest, Lan Wangji could hear the anxious beating of Wei Ying's heart, “Can 
you stay a little bit longer? Please...” 


Lan Wangji didn't yet know what had happened, and he was terrified to find out. He only stayed 
still, placing one hand on Wei Ying's hair, and hummed, “Mn. I am here.” 


They held each other as both their breaths eased, but Lan Wangji's anxiety did not settle. 
“Pah! What was that?! What a mood-killer.” One of the guests spat in frustration. 

“I liked that part where he started sobbing, haha! Meimei, do you wanna do that later, hm?” 
The courtesan laughed gently, “Gongzi~” 


“Wen-da, does your A-Zhan act like that with you too? Heh, what a beast! I thought he was gonna 
kill that Wei-whore at some point. And all this time I thought you were the one on—" 


"Shut up!!" Wen Xu yelled, and his friend recoiled. 


Wen Xu's voice reverberated inside the room, all the people inside suddenly went quiet, not daring 
to say a word to him. 


It's true that while he wanted to see Lan Wangji break, Wen Xu wasn't expecting his quiet and 
stubborn concubine would actually turn out to be so... unpredictable. It made his stomach twist, to 
think he'd been lying with that thing this whole time. 


Yet, still, even worse, was seeing Wei Wuxian enjoy it somehow. 


Wen Xu did not care at all for Lan Wangji, or for men for that matter. He kept him solely for his 
cultivation. The more quiet and compliant Lan Wangji was, the better. But it did not mean he 
couldn't be possessive. 


“Retainer,” he called, “give them some water.” 
“Y-Yes, gongzi!” 


“And, retainer...” he stared at the two figures, holding each other behind the veil, “give A-Zhan 
another cup of medicine. Don't water it down this time.” 


“G-Gongzi, that's—” 
“Now ! 23 


His order rang like thunder. Lan Wangji felt Wei Ying's arms around him tighten instinctively. He 
lifted himself up slowly, anxiety squeezing his insides. Lan Wangji finally got to take a proper look 
at the man beneath him. 


Wei Ying looked... ravished. Dread pooled in Lan Wangji's stomach as his memories slowly started 
to return. His eyes were swollen and red-rimmed, there were dark purple and red marks all over his 
neck and chest, and Lan Wangji couldn't help but notice how his bones stood out from under the 
skin. 


“Wei Ying, I...” he tried to speak, but shame weighed heavy in his chest at the disconnected 
memories. Panic went over him as he realized the brain fog was still present, the temporary relief 
already weaning off. 


He tried to move, but a painful burst of pleasure shot through him. Wei Ying winced at the same 
time, and Lan Wangji felt his heart stop when he looked down, seeing how they were still 
connected. He pulled out immediately, and Wei Ying gasped at the sudden loss. Eyes wide, Wei 
Wuxian panickingly tried following Lan Zhan sitting up, but his arms gave out under him. 


“Wei Ying, I... I'm sorry—” 


“T-It's okay!" Wei Ying quickly responded, “It was just the poison, Lan Zhan. you didn't do 
anything! It wasn't—!" 


“Your medicine, Lan er-gongzi," the retainer called from a few steps outside the veil, his gaze low, 
as to not look directly at them. 


They had both heard Wen Xu's words, but were a little too dazed to understand what they'd meant. 
Now, however, Wei Wuxian looked at the cup being held outside the screen, and all his previous 
feelings were scorched out, his eyes turning vicious. 
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“You—no! Wen Xu!! Have you gone mad?! He's already drugged, are you trying to kill him? 


He looked back at Lan Zhan sitting in front of him, and his chest tightened. His eyes were closed, 
his brows were drawn together, as if trying to maintain his focus. He obviously still had the 
aphrodisiac in his body, and they meant to give him even more?! 


“He's not the one you should be worried about, A-Ying,” Wen Xu responded, leaning back on his 
chair, a vile look in his eyes. He reasoned: wasn't Wei Wuxian screaming and moaning them all into 
annoyance just now? If he loved it so much, then let him be fucked. Isn't that what his guests 
wanted to see anyhow? 


Meanwhile, whatever meditation technique Lan Zhan had been trying, it didn't seem to be working. 
He suddenly opened his eyes, fury burning brightly within them. It was enough to send chills down 
Wei Wuxian's spine. 


Suspicious, he slowly lifted his hand and placed it on Lan Zhan's forehead again. 
His skin was scorching hot. 


“How are you still so warm..?” Wei Wuxian muttered, stunned, “What the hell is in that medicine, 
it's like we didn't even...” 


Lan Zhan took his hand, squeezing it within his trembling one as he removed it. Then, without 
touching his skin, he gently closed Wei Wuxian's debauched robes. 


Wei Wuxian's face warmed at the realization he'd been talking while fully exposed, his previous 
exhilaration waning off now that he'd calmed down. Thinking back on it, his chest tightened, and 
shame crawled up his skin. He'd been laughing and moaning so unrestrained, but now that it was 
over and seeing the state of Lan Zhan's guilt, it made Wei Wuxian want to hit his head against a 
wall.Neither of them were willing participants in this, after all, and Lan Zhan especially—who'd 
always been stoic and ascetic— had to be forcefully intoxicated to cooperate. Wei Wuxian could 
have just stayed still and let Lan Wangji quench his need, but he had to try and annoy their 
spectators and also seek his own pleasure, all at the expense of Lan Zhan's dignity, taking 
advantage of his friend's dazed state. How was that any different than the people who came up to 
Wei Wuxian room and— 


“Wei Ying!” 


He snapped out, looking up suddenly to find Lan Wangji's wide, worried eyes staring at him. Wei 
Wuxian frowned in confusion, feeling a warm wetness over his lips. He touched them. 


There was a large, red stain on his fingers. 
“Oh...” 
Well, at least there was an actual reason for him to be feeling like shit, then. 


“I guess he wasn't bluffing, huh?” Wei Ying said, a little too relaxed. Lan Wangji reached out, 
trying to clean his face with his light blue sleeve, but even more blood poured out. 


“Give us some water,” Lan Wangji spoke to the retainer. 


“Wen-gongzi has ordered you to take the medici—” 


Lan Wangji violently opened the veil, piercing him with a deadly glare in his eyes, “Now!" he 
yelled. 


Not only the retainer, but everyone in the room froze where they stood. Quietly, Wei Wuxian 
snickered in return, patting Lan Wangji's shoulder. Oh, how he loved when Lan Zhan got angry. 


The cup of medicine shook on the retainer's hands, he repeated, “W-Wen-gongzi said...” 


“Are you really in position to demand anything, A-Zhan?” Wen Xu asked, “Have you forgotten 
who owns you?” 


Now it was Wei Wuxian's turn to get angry. He opened his mouth to speak, but immediately choked 
in a clot of blood, violently coughing it out. Lan Wangji put a warm hand on his back, rubbing it 
gently, but his fingers still shook with fury. 


“Tt has not yet been three hours,” he glared at Wen Xu. 


The man only shrugged, “I suppose the effects start showing up a little earlier than we imagined. So 
very sorry about that, A-Zhan. It was my oversight." 


Seeing Wen Xu huff out a laugh and lean back, the other people in the room slowly relaxed as well, 
some joining him in snickering at them. 


Lan Wangji's hands shook, he let out another restrained sigh, then opened his eyes, his gaze landing 
quickly on every person in the room. Wei Wuxian could not tell what he was thinking, but for a 
moment, it was almost as if he was counting them. Then, he suddenly took the medicine from the 
retainer's hands, swallowing it in one go. 


“Water,” he growled, taking deep, restrained breaths, “Now.” 


The retainer nodded quickly, bringing them both drinking water, as well as a basin with a towel. 
Wen Xu smiled satisfied, comfortably eating a raisin once again. 


“Cousin Xu...” The youngest man approached him, whispering, “Is it really safe to give him so 
much of the aphrodisiac?” 


“Didn't you see it? A-Zhan only looks delicate. That's nothing his body or cultivation can't handle.” 
“No, I mean..." he lowered his voice, sounding nervous, “is it safe for us?” 


Wen Xu frowned, shooing him away for being such a child, “What could one drugged, disarmed 
man possibly do against almost twenty cultivators in the same room?! What a joke! Get out of my 
sight!” 


He turned back to the pair on the bed, suddenly annoyed, “What's taking so long?! Get it over 
with!” 


Wei Wuxian hadn't known how parched he was until water touched his tongue. He drank three 
more times in-between Lan Wangji's attempts to clean his face. 


“Tsk, it's fine, Lan Zhan. It's just a little blood!" Wei Wuxian laughed it off, but Lan Wangji only 
stopped once his nose was no longer bleeding as much. 


“...Wei Ying,” he called, only for themselves to hear, “I... need to ask something of you,” 


Lan Zhan's pitiful state was tangible. Once again, he couldn't hide how badly he was fighting 
against the poison's effects, though his hands still moved gently against Wei Wuxian's skin. 


“What is it?” 


Lan Wangji set the towel back on the basin, and pulled a long, intricately carved silver hairpin from 
his hair, letting the black strands cascade down to his shoulders. Then, he took Wei Wuxian's right 
hand, and set the pin on his palm, closing his fingers over it. 


“If it becomes too much...” 


Wei Wuxian took two seconds too long to understand his meaning, staring distantly at the hairpin 
before realization finally hit him, “You—! Lan Zhan!! I'm not—!” 


He shut his mouth, then switched to an angry whisper, “I'm not fucking stabbing you, are you 
insane?! I told you I can take it!” 


“Wei Ying—!” he breathed heavily, biting his tongue, “Please... the effects will be twice as bad, 
and I'm afraid I...” 


I won't be able to stop myself. At all. 


“Sometimes, when you called my name, I could...” Lan Wangji closed his eyes, trying to pick up 
his thoughts, “I could hear you. It helped to remember myself, but if this time I cannot, then..." 


He squeezed that hand, and a tiny needle pricked Wei Wuxian's heart. 
“Just to give you time to get away.” 


Wei Wuxian opened his mouth to protest again, but the words died in his throat. He looked at Lan 
Wangji, eyes already clouding, trying with all his might to grasp onto sanity for as long as he could. 
Lan Zhan, who was always so good, always so proper, always so restrained. 


This hairpin was his only comfort. 


The same boy who, years ago, would say he did not touch others, scolding Wei Wuxian just for 
asking him to borrow his leg to sleep on. Now, being forced to take another man this intimately, by 
a poison so strong it completely wiped his senses. It was likely that this type of thing probably 
never even crossed his mind before Wei Wuxian tricked him into seeing that book. If it were not for 
Wen Xu, Lan Zhan would likely never touch another person this way, and most importantly, he 
would never want to hurt someone so terribly in the middle of it. 


Just like Wei Wuxian had said earlier, "if not for you, then do this for me", Lan Zhan was now 
asking the same of him. 


"Even if you can take it, I beg of you to stop me." 


Wei Wuxian smiled, letting out a quiet 'okay' and placing the hairpin by the pillow, unaware of Wen 
Xu who had been watching this whole interaction with displeasure. Rage and disgust swirled in his 
insides, and Wen Xu couldn't tell anymore which of them was the most senseless one: himself, for 
feeling jealousy over this... or Wei Wuxian for thinking he would be allowed to hurt his property. 


The guests, impatient, began calling and yelling, saying they wanted to see this or that. Wei Wuxian 
was checking Lan Wangji's temperature one last time, but as the retainer took back the water basin 
and was about to close the curtain, Wen Xu spoke up: 


“Wait.” 


They all looked. With his finger pointed towards Wei Wuxian, his voice rang loud and clear: “Tie 
him to the bed.” 
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The one most unimpressed was Wei Wuxian himself, who only slightly raised one eyebrow. Lan 
Wangji clenched his trembling fists in anger, while the guests cheered loudly, clapping and banging 
their cups on the tables at the turn of events. 


The retainer, however, stood in shock. 


Despite his high position, he was still, after all, just a servant, and had just witnessed the violence 
and ease with which Lan Wangji subdued a man almost the same size as him. He did not want to 
get any closer to that bed than he already had to. 


“T-Tie him up with what, gongzi? We do not have any rope...” 


Wen Xu thought for a moment. Then as if something clicked in his brain, he retrieved a white, silk 
ribbon which he kept rolled up and tied to his belt. It was so delicate that, compared to the rest of 
his ornate clothing, it was almost unnoticeable. 


“Recognize this, A-Zhan?” 


Wen Xu had no idea what that ribbon was for, nor did he ever care to ask. All he knew was that it 
held significant importance to Gusu Lan Clan, and Lan Wangji would become unreasonably angry 
whenever he touched it. Because of this, just for show, Wen Xu enjoyed carrying it on his person, 
especially when visiting the Cloud Recesses. After all, for a clan as orthodox and modest as theirs, 
to have an item of such significance used in such a filthy act had to be especially humiliating. The 
thought of it alone was enough to make him smirk. 


Good. Don't you dare forget who owns you. 


Wei Wuxian himself didn't know much about the ribbon either. He had copied The Collection of 
Righteousness many times in his youth, and knew it signified self-restraint, but other than that, 
unless there was a rule only meant for clan members to follow, it had nothing special to it. 
However, it surely didn't stop Lan Wangji from looking like Wei Wuxian had pissed on his 
ancestor's grave any time he'd touched his ribbon before, even by accident! 


Back then, he'd only thought it a little funny; but now, knowing Wen Xu planned to use it just to 
humiliate Lan Zhan, his stomach turned in fury. He looked to his side to find Lan Wangji staring 


fixedly at the ribbon, eyes unblinking and brows drawn together, restraining himself with the last of 
his strength, unable to hide the shame, the anger, and the grief burning in his eyes. 


Wei Wuxian could kill Wen Xu for that alone. 


“What is it, Wen Xu? Stole so much shit from everyone else you can't remember where you put it? 
Go find some proper rope, or use a belt if you have to. You're demented if you think I can't break 
through that thin little silk. Just what do you take me for?” 


Wen Xu ignored him, only looking at the retainer in wait. The man quickly walked to his master, 
receiving the ribbon with both hands. Lan Wangji hitched a breath, clenching his fists and 
squeezing his eyes shut. Wei Wuxian could almost hear the grinding of his teeth. 


Once the retainer came over to the bed, Lan Wangji's piercing glare was immediate. Both men 
stared fixedly at him, daring him to make another move. The man's soul almost left his body. 


“G-Gongzi, please, don't make things difficult for this servant," he gulped. 
Wei Wuxian let out a cold laugh, “So now I'm a gongzi?” 


The guests watched with interest. It might not have been the show they came for, but it was still 
wildly entertaining, like placing a mouse inside a snakepit and waiting to see for which one would 
catch it first. 


Wei Wuxian smiled mockingly, then, tilting his head, he raised his wrists up for him. The retainer 
sighed in relief, but as soon as he moved to tie him up, a strong hand swiftly grabbed at his arm 
with crushing power, twisting it and pushing him away. Lan Wangji was both unable and uncaring 
to control his strength, sending the man shrieking to the ground. He screamed in terror, crawling 
away on his back. 


“HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!” All of the guests burst out laughing, and Wei Wuxian couldn't help 
but snicker. The retainer crawled back to Wen Xu, shaking in fear, ““G-Gongzi!!! Help me!!!” 


Wen Xu took the ribbon from his hands and pushed him away, “You're useless! Stand up!! Now!” 


The man panicked as his legs refused to move. Still sobbing on the ground, he massaged the place 
where Lan Wangji almost crushed his bones into dust. Wen Xu clicked his tongue. He searched the 
room, eyes landing on one of the courtesans serving them tea, then raised his voice “You! Come 
over here!” 


The woman froze in place, as if she wouldn't be seen if she did so, but almost dropped to her knees 
when Wen Xu yelled at her again, “Tie him up, now! As tight as you can. If it loosens up, I'm 
cutting your nose off and feeding it to the pigs.” 


She didn't even dare to answer, only nodding as she approached the bed with her head low. 


“Ah, a pretty maiden. My one weakness. Well played, Wen-gongzi,” Wei Wuxian grinned, raising 
up his wrists again. 


But Lan Wangji stared at her the same way he did to the retainer. Wen Xu did not hesitate to 
unsheathe his sword, “And you...” 


He placed the blade right against Wei Wuxian's neck. 


“Behave.” 


That stopped him from attacking, but not from glaring at the poor woman like a cat watching a 
small bird flutter by his territory. 


“Don't be scared, jiejie,” lying down, Wei Wuxian winked at her as she tied him to the bed, “he 
only bites a little.” 


That got a quiet laugh out of her, “Gongzi...” she admonished lightly. 


That happened to be a nice way to cheer himself up a bit. Wei Wuxian would never let it show like 
this, but in reality, he had grown quite a dislike to being tied up like this. His arms and shoulders 
would be sore for days depending on how long they kept him restrained, and it all just felt way too 
exposed for his liking. Very few were the times he didn't bend down without a fight, and restraints 
just made it far too easy for the other person to do it. 


In his brain, everyone who'd done it was just a coward, wanting to walk into a tiger's den but too 
afraid of getting scratched. So, despite his nonchalant attitude, Wei Wuxian really wasn't looking 
forward to this. One might even say he was a little nervous. For the second time tonight, he settled 
in the comfort of knowing that, at least this time, it'd be someone he knew and trusted. 


'As long as he doesn't turn me around, it should be okay’, he thought, ‘t's just Lan Zhan. I'll just 
call his name over and over like he asked, and see how badly I can annoy everyone else while I do 
it, hehe!" 


Feeling very satisfied with himself, he called him over, wiggling his feet, “Lan Zhan, what are you 
waiting for? Come here!” 


But it was too much. It was far too much for Lan Wangji. 


As soon as the courtesan left and Wen Xu's blade was sheathed, as soon as he caught the lightest 
glance of Wei Ying's current state, Lan Wangji turned away and closed his eyes, chanting all of 
Gusu Lan's wall of rules in his mind over and over to calm himself down. He knew that as soon as 
he looked up again, there would be no way back for him. 


Wei Ying. His wrists tied above his head with Lan Wangji's forehead ribbon. Wearing nothing but a 
layer of white robes. Completely open for his taking. 


It was far too similar to the image he'd once dreamed of. 
Someone laughed, “Atyah, why is he suddenly so bashful now?? Hahahaha!!” 
“Did you really give him the right medicine? He's even quieter than before.” 


“I think we have to egg him on a little, look. Lan Wangji! I have some matters to settle with Wei 
Wuxian. Better do him quickly before I get over there!! Hahaha!” 


It made fury blaze through his body, his want and possessiveness calling him to claim Wei Ying 
right in front of everyone, so they would know not to take him, not to hurt him again, and bare his 
teeth to anyone who tried. 


Wen Xu thought of himself as possessive? He hadn't seen a thing. 


“Lan Zhaaan,” Wei Ying called, stretching his leg to try and poke him with his toe, “Aiyah, look at 
me! Stop being so stuffy! You felt better after what we did just now, didn't you? Don't lie! Now we 
only have to do it again until the effects pass, right? What's the matter? I'm the one who's tied up, 
what are you so scared—” 


At that moment, Wei Wuxian's throat closed up again. He tasted iron and coughed up another 
mouthful of blood, completely ruining his performance. He thought, ‘fucking poison, couldn't it 
wait until he was done talking? !' 


It did, however, work like a charm to quickly get Lan Wangji by his side. If Wei Wuxian's chest 
wasn't busy spewing out its insides, it would actually feel very warm right now. 


“Just keep coughing,” he frantically patted his back while cleaning his face with the already ruined 
sleeve. 


“Gross. He's not actually going to die in the middle of it, is he?” One of the men asked, and Wei 
Wuxian was almost offended. You try coughing your lungs out while tied up to a headboard, see 
how you'd fair! 


But in the middle of cleaning his chin, Lan Wangji suddenly paused. Wei Wuxian gasped for air, 
finally able to breathe again, “Hah, hah! Fuck... ah, thanks, Lan Zhan, thanks. You...” 


He looked back at Lan Wangji, looming above him. His eyes were dark, unmoving, staring fixedly 
at Wei Wuxian's now exposed neck. 


“Ah...? Lan Zhan?” He suddenly realized just how tight his restraints were, a familiar sinking 
feeling in his stomach as he realized he could not move. Lan Wangji's red-stained fingers left Wei 
Wuxian's chin, slowly trailing down, towards a purple bruise on his throat. 


Under the warm candlelight, he could see Lan Zhan's pupils grow inside those light, glass-like 
eyes. He seemed both focused and distant, staring at his neck unblinking, hypnotized. 


Hungry. 


Once his fingertips touched Wei Wuxian upper chest, trailed down to push his robes open, a wave 
of panic burst through him, and he called without thinking, “L-Lan Zhan!!” 


Lan Wangji immediately retrieved his hand, sobering up for a second, and Wei Wuxian admonished 
himself. What the hell was that?! Wasn't that exactly what they were supposed to do now? Why 
would he call his name like that?! What was he afraid of? 


Lan Zhan? 


...Bullshit. 

“Ah... haha, sorry! Just felt like saying it!” He laughed awkwardly, “Um, why don't you just get 
down to business? You must be pretty hard now, right? Just—yeah! Just come in, fuck me already, 
let's do this!” 


“Finally!!" A drunken guest exclaimed, “Who even takes that long? Are you a man or not, Lan 
Wangji?!" 


Lan Wangji frowned, shaking his head a bit to get rid of the brain fog, with no success. He glanced 
at the people outside with a stubborn look on his face, then positioned himself between Wei 
Wuxian's legs. 


There we go!, Wei Wuxian thought. Now he knew what to do! He closed his eyes and pushed his 
hips up, ready for the taking. 


But what Wei Wuxian felt against his entrance was not what he expected. 
“Lan Zhan, what are you—ah! Ah?!" 


Lan Wangji had pushed inside two long fingers, thrusting them in and out with the help of the 
spend he’d left inside of him from last time, the noises coming out of it sounding downright 
obscene. 


“Lan Zhan!! You—! You don't have to open me up, you just fucked me! Why are you—! Ah!!” 


Lan Wangji's own breathing was labored, and because of the poison, even his fingers were burning. 
“While...I still can think.” he muttered, staring so fixedly at Wei Wuxian's exposed hole, he 
couldn’t help feeling his face warm up. 


“Why?! You don't have to, Lan Zhan, just... Stop holding b—ah!!” 


Although Lan Wangji’s fingers were obviously thinner than the thing he’d been fucking Wei 
Wuxian with earlier, they were also much more dexterous, finding his sensitive spot with ease. Wei 
Wuxian threw his head back moaning, and was about to start kicking at him when a sudden warm, 
wet feeling enveloped the tip of his cock. 


No fucking way. 


“Lan Zhan!!!!” he cried out, struggling against the forehead ribbon. Fuck!! What the fuck was this 
thing made of?! 


He raised his head to a sight that might as well mean those unripe lotus seeds he ate 10 years ago 
had finally rotted his brain: Lan Wangji, Gusu Lan's once second jade, the kid who once cursed at 
him and threw him out a window for making an inappropriate joke at him— 


Now had half of Wei Wuxian's cock sliding inside his mouth! What the fuck?!! 
“Lan... Lan Zhan!! Are you mad?! Stop... you—! Ah!!" 


There was a lot that Wei Wuxian did and had done to him these past couple of years, but no one 
ever had—! Why would Lan Zhan...! Fuck, he's had to suck dick before, and he knew it was not 
fucking pleasant!! How was this supposed to help with quenching Lan Zhan's poison?! Unless Lan 
Wangji was somehow just dying to suck some dick—which, if so, he might as well hit him in the 
head and wake him up from this senseless nightmare—they were just wasting precious time while 
Lan Wangji’s dignity went down the drain with it! 


One finger crooked inside of him, and Wei Wuxian couldn’t think anymore. He let out a brazen 
moan, panting breathlessly as he lost himself to the torment of Lan Zhan swallowing him deeper. 
This was too much, this was way, way too much!! And the worst was how he couldn't stop his hips 


from moving along, chasing the warmth of Lan Wangji's mouth, moaning incomprehensibly in 
overstimulation. 


He will never be able to look at Lan Zhan in the eyes again. 


Outside the curtain, an older, entirely intoxicated man laughed, patting Wen Xu on the back “Haha, 
are you still gonna kiss that mouth, A-Xu?” 


Wen Xu's face was dark, as if he'd just watched someone spit in his food and order him to eat it. He 
furiously brushed his uncle away, “I'm not a fucking cutsleeve, you—! Isn't Lan Wangji supposed 
to be gone by now? What medicine did you give him?!” 


The retainer had just recently regained his composure from the earlier scare, and already seemed 
like he would fall to the floor again. He tried reassuring his master that Lan Wangji was probably 
using all of his willpower and cultivation to resist it, but it wouldn't take long now! Just be a little 
more patient!! 


And a crow's mouth he had. 


Wei Wuxian only noticed it when Lan Wangji's hand and mouth's movements slowed down to a 
stop, leaving him panting and wanting in a way he never had before. Wei Wuxian clawed at his 
restraints as his hips chased the loss, but Lan Wangji had already pulled out. 


” 


“No... No, wait, Lan Zhan. Lan Zhan, please!! J-Just a little more, I'm... 


Lan Wangji's gaze had gone still again, and Wei Wuxian felt his eyes blur and sting in frustration, 
not only at the state he was left in, but also that... 


“Lan Zhan? You... come back? Please? Lan zh—ah!!”’ 


Without warning, Lan Wangji had suddenly thrust his fingers back in. But it felt different this time, 
Lan Wangji was breathing deep and slow, watching intently as his fingers came in and out of the 
entrance, how the person in his grip writhed, the noises he made, almost as if studying it. Wei 
Wuxian's face burned at the intensity of that gaze. He didn't seem concerned about Wei Wuxian's 
pleasure now, moving accordingly to whatever reaction was the most interesting to him, even if it 
hurt. Especially if it hurt. Wei Wuxian bit his lip and endured, still not giving up on calling Lan 
Wangji back to him. 


His pleas remained unheard. He pulled his fingers out slowly, and stared at the gaping hole he'd 
created, clenching around nothing as what little remained of his seed dripped down from it. 


Dazed and breathless, Wei Wuxian blinked tiredly. He was about to call him again, but Lan Zhan's 
name at the tip of his tongue turned into a scream as his hips were suddenly pulled up, and Lan 
Wangji drove his full length inside of him. 


“Nngh! Lan—Lan Zhan! Be gentle!!”” Wei Wuxian cried, writhing in pain at the invasion. He could 
be thankful that, at least this time, there was still a little bit of cum left inside him, but with the 
violence that Lan Wangji was driving in, it didn't do much to ease the pain. His arms instinctively 
struggled against the restraints, but all it did was scrape and burn the skin underneath the ribbon. 


“Lan Zhan!” He tried again, “Haha, you... you're so big, too big er-gege! Be... Be nicer, ah—!" 


But there was no point. He'd thought that doubling the poison's dose would make Lan Zhan's 
reaction even wilder, stronger, and more urgent, but Wei Wuxian had tried calling over and over 
again like before, tried reaching for him, see those eyes that were as scared as him, even for just a 
moment, but there was no response. 


Outside the veil, Wen Xu must have noticed Wei Wuxian's growing distress, and sighed in 
satisfaction. This side of A-Zhan might have come as an unpleasant surprise, but good to know it 
still had its uses. See if Wei Wuxian can still wear that irritating, arrogant smile on his face after 
this. 


“Look at the way Lan Wangji is looking at him, what a creep! Hahaha!!" 
“He's not even making any sound anymore, did the medicine melt his brain or something?” 


“Who cares! As long as his core is good and strong, it's all that matters! Break him in half, A- 
Zhan!! Show no mercy!!” 


A wave of disgust surged inside Wei Wuxian at those words. The thought of Lan Zhan’s mind 
actually being permanently impaired due to the poison was almost enough to send him into panic 
again, but those people outside had the nerve to treat it with utter indifference. He looked to the 
side, where the silver hairpin entrusted to him—the one reassurance Lan Zhan could give to 
himself—laid still, unable to be used. Wen Xu couldn't even have waited for Lan Zhan’s mind to 
fog over before stripping it away and tying Wei Wuxians wrists right in front of him. 


No, it was all part of his plan: to have Lan Zhan know that Wei Wuxian was going to be hurt by 
him, and nothing would stop him. 


Another loud cry rang inside the room as Lan Wangji moved Wei Wuxian’s hips, invading Wei 
Wuxian from an angle that made tears seep from the corner of his eyes. 


Lan Zhan doesn't deserve this. 


Outside, the men laughed harder and harder, cheering at every painful sound that Lan Wangji 
forced out of him. Wei Wuxian pursed his lips and tried to think on what to do next. Earlier, he’d 
made himself feel so guilty for enjoying himself while Lan Zhan was lost and dazed, but just now 
Lan Zhan had thrown all pride out the window and used the little time he still had to do something 
Wei Wuxian still wasn't convinced hadn’t been a hallucination. Maybe it’d been his way of 
apologizing, but nonetheless, it was a reassurance that Lan Zhan would prefer if Wei Wuxian gets 
some pleasure out of this situation, rather than endure it silently and give those outside exactly what 
they wanted. 


Thinking this, Wei Wuxian felt strangely warm, and much more at ease. However, Lan Zhan's pace 
was relentless, and Wei Wuxian's overly sensitive body was aching to either try and chase the 
pleasure that had been denied him at the last second, or fight back and get away from this torment. 
The silk burning into his flesh was a reminder that he could not do the latter, so he threw his legs 
around Lan Zhan's waist and began moving his hips, holding back from crying out as he did so. 


A deep growl sound from Lan Wangji’s throat, and Wei Wuxian shivered. Digging his fingers into 
his skin, Lan Wangji forced him to stay still, thrusting in full force. He moaned loudly, and a wave 
of pleasure hit him from below. His body squirmed, but Lan Wangji didn’t let him retreat, holding 
his legs in place and forcing them open. 


“Lan Zhan!” He grimaced in pain, but his hips couldn't help trying to chase that sensation again, 
“Haha, you... you're so big, too big er-gege! Be... Be nicer, please—!" 


“Don’t listen to him, Lan Wangji! Fuck him, fuck that Wei-whore! I wanna see him bleeding!” 


That, Lan Wangji seemed to have heard. Wei Wuxian watched as his still, misty eyes suddenly 
narrowed, staring at the place they were connected, his movements suddenly became both faster 
and rougher. 


“Shit, ah—Lan Zhan. Like that, ah! Hah!” 


Wei Wuxian's head fell backwards, helpless against the waves of pleasure coming incessantly now. 
He begged and moaned, occasionally looking up at Lan Wangji's face, seeking any sign of change, 
any ripple in the surface of that frozen lake. But there was nothing. 


Wei Wuxian didn't let himself feel disheartened. He switched his gaze to the figures outside the 
veil, and let his loud, shameless mouth speak for him. 


“Hm, ah, deeper, yes—! As deep as you want. You're so much better at this, Lan Zhan, you're so 
big, why didn't you visit me, huh? I'd have let you fuck me day and night everyday, for as long as 
you—Mn, ah! Hah!” 


Wei Wuxian watched with joy as the guest's faces began turning sour again. He was especially 
happy about that greasy Wen-cousin who'd always tried so hard, but couldn't even get a whimper 
out of him. It didn't matter that Wei Wuxian was mostly exaggerating right now, the satisfaction 
was more than enough to make it worth it. “Show them er-gege, show them how to fuck me. You're 
so good, you're so big, Lan Zhan, why did you never tell me you were this good, huh? We—We 
could have—ah! Fucked so much earlier if you'd just—/ Hahaha!! Hm—! Nicer, be gentle... You're 
too big, you're too strong, it hurts.” 


Lan Zhan's pretty face remained expressionless, only his eyes were slightly red-rimmed. His 
distant, clouded gaze was locked on where their bodies met, indifferent to the person beneath him. 


Wei Wuxian swallowed the tightness in his chest, moving to try and keep up with Lan Wangji's 
pace 


It felt so different this time. This Lan Zhan was both more violent and colder than the one before— 
the one who would bite and chase Wei Wuxian's body like a parched man to a drink, even listening 
to Wei Wuxian's pleas whatever way he could. His mind may still have been dazed back then, but 
at least Wei Wuxian could still tell that it was Lan Zhan. 


This one, however, would sometimes hit a deep, pleasant spot that both hurt and felt good. Other 
times, it was like a knife cutting him from the inside, scraping against his flesh with no care. His 
wrists were tied while his legs and hips were entirely at Lan Zhan’s mercy. As they began feeling 
numb due to the position, he tried to move or wiggle a bit, but Lan Zhan was suddenly angered. He 
frowned, locking Wei Wuxian's waist within his hands and pinning it down. Then, he held up one 
of Wei Wuxian's legs around his own waist as he lifted the other one over his shoulder, opening him 
up wider. 


When he drove in again, Wei Wuxian screamed. 


He hit that spot over and over again, and Wei Wuxian lost all sense of self. It was both too little and 
too much, and all he could do was take it, moaning and crying Lan Zhan's name like a holy mantra. 
He cursed at his restraints, he needed Lan Zhan close right now, he needed—!! 


His body shuddered violently as his vision went dark, releasing all over his own robed stomach. 


It felt different from any orgasm he's had before—it jolted through his insides, his limbs, melting 
his bones and leaving him trembling even after he'd finished. His body fell limp, and his mind was 
all white noise. Wei Wuxian could not hear his own heavy breathing, much less the confused 
yelling from the other side. All he saw through his glassy, tear-blurred eyes were shadows, and he 
decided he did not care. 


Wei Wuxian wanted to turn to Lan Zhan and smile, maybe crack a little joke or tease him a bit. 
He'd only looked away for a moment, and he already missed that pretty, stuffy face. He moved his 
head, looking for Lan Zhan, and found a very Lan Zhan-shaped blob above him holding someone's 
legs. Oh, his own legs. 


Strangely, the blob was still moving very intensely. Wei Wuxian felt tired just watching it. Didn't 
his limbs feel like jelly too? 


“Lan Zhan..?” 
It did not answer. 


Wei Wuxian frowned a bit, something warm was running down his nose and there was a heavy 
taste of iron stuck between his lips. He didn’t like it. He just wanted Lan Zhan closer. 


He tried to speak again, but a sudden, sharp pain from below made him wince. It instantly pulled 
him back from the afterglow, to his head pounding in multiple spots, foggy and dizzy. He tried 
blinking away the wetness in his eyes, but somehow they were still blurry. It took yet another wave 
of piercing pain for Wei Wuxian to look down, and realize he was still being fucked. 


In a logical sense, he knew that the blob-shaped person in front of him was Lan Zhan. 


He also knew that Lan Zhan was still poisoned, in no control of himself. That was why he wasn't 
listening. That was why he wasn't answering. 


But most importantly; he knew that the ribbon tightly cutting into his wrists had not been tied by 
Lan Zhan, nor had he any wish to be hurting him the way he currently was. 


He knew all that, he really did. 


But when the sounds of other men's voices cheering at his agony fell into his ears—when the dread 
sunk to his stomach and the pain pierced through his flesh and tears blurred his eyes, all logic fell 
apart. 

“Lan Zhan—!!” He cried out, “Lan Zhan, it's too much! S-Slow down..!” 


Because Wei Ying was bound, numb, and hurt, held down and fucked by someone he couldn't see 
clearly and did not care for him enough to stop. 


“Please, just a—Ow! I'm—! Lan Zhan!! Can't you hear me?!” 


The figure didn't react at all. Impassive, cold, and violent. Wei Wuxian couldn't get through him, 
Wei Wuxian couldn't fight back at all. This was nothing like his Lan Zhan. This— 


“Stop!” Wei Wuxian yelled, trying to fight back, but each movement only angered Lan Wangji 
further as he forced him down, increasing his speed and strength until Wei Wuxian was squirming, 
gasping for air. 


His whole body was unbearably sore and sensitive, and even that spot inside which had previously 
felt so good now only made him cry in pain. Lan Wangji's fingers dug deep into his flesh, leaving 
marks on his skin as Wei Wuxian's panic only worsened. He tried holding back a sob, but was 
stopped by his throat closing yet again to the taste of blood, coughing violently as his chest burned. 


Perhaps a tiny part of Wei Wuxian hoped that at least this would make Lan Zhan pause and look at 
him. He wanted Lan Zhan to rub his back and ask if he was okay, he wanted Lan Zhan to clean his 
face and give him that silly worried look that didn't fit him at all. But he didn't. 


Aggravated by his panicked breathing, Wei Wuxian coughed out blood until he'd nearly passed out, 
all while hearing the loud laughter ringing from the other side. Each thrust was like a knife stabbed 
into his body. Wei Ying's heart beat faster and faster, forgetting everything else, trying and failing 
to find a way to run. What was this? What was happening? Since when has he been this pliant and 
easy to scare? Wei Wuxian had thought that for Lan Zhan's sake, he could take this suffering. Of 
course he didn't like pain, he didn't like punishment, but if he had to, then what couldn't he 
withstand?! He'd always been so strong, after all, so confident. He'd never panicked like this, nor 
had he ever broken down so pathetically under anyone, no matter how badly they tried. 


But he would call his name to no answer, he teased and cried and Lan Zhan would not look at him. 
His touch was rough, cold and indifferent. Wei Wuxian needed anything to reassure him that this 
was still his friend, but now he couldn't even throw his arms around his shoulders or feel his breath 
against his skin like he'd done before. All he had was that distant, familiar, tear-blurred face who 
looked at him as if he didn't know him at all. Lan Zhan wasn't even angry, or frustrated, or even 
ignoring him. He was just not here. 


...Lan Zhan was not here. !?! 


Wei Wuxian hissed when his hips were pulled up again, and using all the strength he could muster, 
he began fighting back once again, kicking at that person without holding back. 


“Let go!!!” He cursed out, managing to hit the person on the shoulder. They grunted, pausing for a 
moment, before grabbing the leg and pinning it down, face still unmoving. 


Wei Wuxian did not stop. The panic and anxiety in his chest turned into something vicious as he 
flailed and fought back, not stopping even when he felt the person slip out of him. But his relief 
was short-lived. Roughly, they dug their fingers deep into his bare thighs, forcing them apart to 
thrust back in full-length. 


Wei Wuxian yelped as more tears escaped from his eyes. Ears ringing, he spat another mouthful of 
blood, his body burning with pain as he almost choked on it. 


“Fuck off!!” He cursed in-between breaths, “Get the fuck off of me!!” 


Outside the curtain, Wen Xu smiled as his guests cheered, finally getting what they came here to 
see—the aggressive Wei-whore finally getting the fucking he deserves. The more he cried, the 
more excited they became, and the more they encouraged Lan Wangji to show him no mercy. 


“So that's what it takes to make him cry?” The greasy Wen-cousin laughed, “Good. Good to 
know!” 


Ironically, his disgust hearing that man's voice momentarily reminded him of where he was. The 
pain had spread throughout his limbs, and Wei Wuxian couldn't tell if it was his poison or if that 
person on top of him really had pierced another hole inside his body. Wei Wuxian was far from 
delicate, but this wasn't some mediocre noble or low-level cultivator. If they really kept going like 
this, Wei Wuxian might actually get fucked to death! 


... Well, that was too bad for them. 
Because Wei Wuxian wasn't afraid of it. 


Clenching his fists, he bit his lips, stopping himself from crying and humiliating himself any 
further. Living, dying... fuck it! It wasn't much different either way anymore. But let it not be said 
that Wei Wuxian would go down without a fight! 


He flailed, fought and kicked, not giving the person a single moment of peace. Finally, he swung 
his foot just right, hitting them right in the throat. For the first time in what felt like forever, those 
light eyes finally looked up at him, narrow and dark with fury. 


“What?! What is it?!! Made you angry? Did that get a reaction out of you, eh?! I'm not fucking 
scared! Bring it on—gh!!" 


Lan Wangji clawed at his hips and pushed back in. Warmth spilled from Wei Wuxian's eyes, but he 
kept fighting even as his muscles screamed in pain. Lan Wangji gradually began losing his 
composure as Wei Wuxian attacked him as well, constantly being hit by his bony knees and feet, 
his body burned, unable to concentrate on more than one task at once. 


“Quiet.” He growled, a disturbance in his mind's fog. 


That voice rang into the depths of Wei Wuxian's heart, sizzling like water poured over scorching 
sand, but it wasn't enough. Not while his mind still panicked. Not while his senses kept drowning in 
pain. Not while Lan Zhan wasn't here. 


“Or what?! Huh?! Gonna—ah! Gonna tie me up? Beat me? Gonna fuck me to death, is that what 
you want?! You think I can't take it?!” 


Lan Wangji frowned, something in the back of his mind began taking shape, but was unable to fully 
form. All he could think and feel was the burning desire to release inside that warm body, but 
doubling the poison's dose seemed to give him the opposite effect, where he wanted for so much 
that nothing was enough. He could either fend against his attacker or chase his relief, but never 
both, and that body's words and actions brewed inside a rage that until now had been completely 
dormant. 


Everything was too loud, too warm, too confusing, and still he ached, and ached, and ached. Lan 
Wangji wanted to scream, but didn't remember how to. 


“Do it then!” Wei Wuxian kicked at him again, “See if I’m scared! What the fuck can you do that 
no one has tried before?!!" 


Shut up... 


“And when you're done get... get everyone else here too, why not?! You're—ah/! You're so fucking 
good at just sitting there!! Then sit and watch while everyone fucks me too—" 


SHUT UP!! 


In an explosive instinct, electricity jolted through Lan Wangji’s limbs, and the room suddenly went 
quiet again. 


Wei Wuxian's eyes were wide, his lips silent. 


It took Wen Xu another moment to finally understand what had happened, but when he did, he 
laughed loudly, in a way he hadn’t in a really long time. 


The guests took a moment longer, but as understanding slowly came to some, a wave of loud, 
mocking laughter broke inside the room, some even banging on the tables and slapping their knees 


“HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!” 
Wei Wuxian was frozen in disbelief, and something more. He couldn't even blink. 
“He finally shut that whore up!! Hahahahahaha!!!! Good job, Lan Wangji, good job!!!!” 


“Ts that the Gusu Lan silencing spell? Can he even remember such a thing while in that state?! How 
terrifying!!" 


“Good job, A-Zhan,” Wen Xu clapped a few times, “Very good! Now go on, be done with him. 
He’s all yours.” 


Lan Wangji heard nothing of it, his mind already back to quietness, only relieved that the noise and 
movement coming from the body beneath him had stopped. He was just preparing to begin chasing 
his relief again, when he paused 


“...” Lan Wangji gazed quietly at that pale, wide-eyed face. 


Seeing it, Wei Wuxian desperately tried calling out his name again, but it was no use. His lips were 
sealed shut, and he'd drained himself off energy so badly he couldn't even force-release from the 
spell. It felt that if he missed this moment, he would lose Lan Wangji forever. 


Yet, no amount of muffled cries seemed to break through, and Lan Wangji's eyes clouded up again. 


He only looked at Wei Wuxian for another moment before grabbing his sore waist and flipping him 
around for the second time that night. Wei Wuxian's face hit the bloodstained pillow, and he 
watched with blurred eyes as the pool became redder and darker, feeding from the stream pouring 
out of his nose. An overwhelming wave of exhaustion overcame him, and Wei Wuxian felt his eyes 
sting. 


...He was so, so tired. 


He only laid his forehead down and thought, in some way, at least he was glad this wasn't Lan Zhan 
anymore. 


He'd tried fighting, he'd tried indulging, he'd tried calling his name, he'd tried teasing him. Nothing 
worked, at least not for long enough. Lan Zhan was gone, and would stay gone until the poison left 
his body. 


At least for this, Wei Wuxian thought, 7 can still help him... 
So just do what the poison tells you to do, okay? Don't hold back at all. 


Just take what you need, for as long as you need. If that's the price for seeing Lan Zhan again, I 
can take it. 


But promise to bring my friend back. 
I just want my Lan Zhan back... 
He kept his eyes low and face hidden, then took a deep breath and closed them. 


Just dont think about it. Pretend it's not happening to you,’ he repeated to himself, ‘ When you 
come back, Lan Zhan will be here.’ 


Without wasting another moment, the person above him pinned down his waist and drove in. Wei 
Wuxian hitched a breath, but made no sound otherwise, only burying his face lower. 


Wen Xu watched it with curiosity. 


“Would you look at that...” he mused, “Qishan's most aggressive and most untameable prostitute, 
gone as docile as a lamb.” 


“T don't get it,” the loudmouth Wen cousin said, “what did he do to make him stop kicking? Fucker 
almost broke my nose last time I went there.” 


The uncle grunted, “This is boring. He's not even crying anymore! A-Xu, do something about this.” 
“Wait, guys... do you hear this?” 


The youngest cousin spoke low, and was either ignored or not heard through the discussion. He 
frowned, trying to listen more closely. There was a very quiet, almost choked up sound coming out 
from that Wei-something person. At first, the boy thought they were whimpers, but when he really 
forced his hearing, it almost sounded like... humming. The timing was so bizarre, he thought he 
could only be imagining things, but it did not sound like the joyful humming one would do when 
relaxed. It was weak, and desolate, vaguely reminded him of a trapped animal who can do nothing 
to self-soothe other than lick its wounds. It even made him feel a bit bad. 


But Wei Wuxian had just barely noticed himself doing it. 


It was just a habit he'd picked up throughout the years. The first time feels like so long ago; he’d 
caught himself humming while happily picking lotus seeds in Lotus Pier. Then, at the brothel, he'd 
found it quite soothing, especially after a particularly bad day. It had always saddened him a little, 
just how he could never remember where he learned that song. He'd tried picking apart his 


memories for it over and over again, just to find nothing. Still, it felt so comforting, like laying your 
head on someone's lap and having it be gently cradled. 


Almost like it was made for him. 


At this moment, no one had any idea that through the heavy fog, a quiet song echoed distantly, 
causing Lan Wangji to slow down. 


Though the unbearable want and agony in his body still burned, Lan Wangji couldn't help but try 
and listen to it more. As the seconds passed, his chest began to hurt, and the sinking feeling that 
something important was missing gnawed into his bones. Something. Someone... 


Someone important. Someone he cared for. They... were here just a moment ago, weren't they? 
He'd fought, he'd tried so hard not to lose them. Where did they go...? 


A sudden wave of heat scorched him from the inside, and Lan Wangji winced, the fog suddenly 
thickening again, muffling the song. Lan Wangji panicked. The need to chase that voice turned 
much stronger than the need to chase his relief. He needed to find them, otherwise he... he 
would... 


Dread crashed into his heart. He would... What? He didn't know. He didn't know what would 
happen, but he didn't want to find out. That voice... he begged it, just a little longer, please... stay 
just a little longer! 


But Wei Ying couldn't hum anymore. 


His throat closed up and filled with blood. He tried expelling it, but this time, his lips were sewn 
shut, and he had no strength left in his body to break it by force. 


Helpless, Wei Ying began to choke. 


His eyes filled up with tears, and Wei Wuxian was overwhelmed by the most desolating feeling of 
unfairness and frustration. They could take his body, fine! Fuck him, beat him, kill him, do 
whatever you want! But can't he have a little solace? It wasn't until he'd stopped that he realized he 
had been singing, and now he can't even do that?! 


His chest heaved in...anger? sadness? Wei Wuxian didn't know, but with every attempted breath, his 
throat closed even further. His head pounded at every side, he'd long lost feeling on his waist and 
legs, and he didn't even want to think what that place down there looked like. Really, it was no 
wonder that even his body had turned against him at this moment. It was tired, and hurt, and had 
endured far more than it was ever supposed to. Wei Wuxian understood that. He really did. He was 
tired too. 


He just wanted to go home. 


Suddenly, Wei Wuxian's lips loosened, and he immediately coughed as hard as he could, spitting 
out the viscous, dark red liquid all over the bedsheets. 


He was still gasping for air when a warm hand grabbed his chin and turned it backwards. His blurry 
eyes met that pretty face, now looking entirely different. That person looked so desperate, so 
pitiful, as if his heart had been torn out of his chest. When Wei Wuxian blinked the wetness away, 
he noticed those light eyes were also filled with tears. Seeing this, Wei Wuxian's heart jumped. 


** ..L-Lan zha—?” 


Like a drowning man to a lifeboat, Lan Wangji plunged forward and kissed him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Additional CW: 
- WWX begins to cough up blood because of the poison as his body's condition worsens. 


- LWJ's mind sinks under the aphrodisiac, which forces him to sexually assault WWX with 
none of his previous care and self-restraint. WWX answers by first begging him to stop, then 
violently fighting back as well. 


Skipped paragraph: 


WWX is angered and starts fighting, which in turn only makes "LWJ" angrier as well, as he 
becomes more forceful and violent. The text and WWX's words imply he does not see his 
attacker as LWJ anymore, but as just another client who he must fight back as he always does. 
WWX is also yelling at him to let him go and get off of him, but LWJ is gone, and cannot hear 
him. Once he realizes it won't work and he can't escape, WWX steels up and yells at his 
attacker, challenging him to go even harder because "he's not fucking scared" and "think i can't 
take it?". All of this causes "LWJ" to grow even more impatient, but since the aphrodisiac 
makes it even harder to release, he finally snaps and uses the silence spell on WWX. 


This summary unfortunately is not able to show what I wanted by writing this scene, so if 
you'd like to try it, skip back to this scene here! But of course, do not force yourself either V 


Please feel free to share the fic promo on twitter and tumblr 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


as always, thanks qourmet for proofreading! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The first thing on Wei Wuxian's hazy, pain-misted mind was nothing. 


The second thing was, maybe he had been silenced again. But when he opened his lips a little, all 
he felt was the taste of blood, and soft, wet skin against his. 


“Wei Ying, ” Lan Zhan whispered, voice breaking in desperation. 


He kissed him again and again, whispering his name each time they parted, like a silent prayer, as if 
Wei Ying was the final thread between Lan Wangji and the abyss trying to consume him. 


“Wei Ying," he sobbed, "Wei Ying, Wei Ying...” 
Each call was like a gentle caress to Wei Wuxian's heart, so wonderful he was afraid to believe it. 
“Lan Zhan..?” he asked through gasping breaths, “Y-You came back? Is it you?” 


They separated, only for a moment, and Lan Wangji looked at him, eyes full of pain, but finally 
clear. Unclouded. 


Lan Wangji couldn't hold back. He could feel his mind trying to slip away, and he'd rather die than 
risk losing Wei Ying again, hurting him again. He had no time nor words to express his grief, to beg 
for forgiveness, he could kiss him and call his name, and pray he would not fade away. 


Wei Wuxian wasn't sure what was happening yet, he was so overjoyed he couldn't even think, only 
parting his lips and closing his eyes, letting Lan Zhan kiss him and kissing Lan Zhan back. Tears 
escaped his eyes again hearing Lan Zhan call his name in broken whispers. Wei Wuxian could tell 
how badly he was fighting to stay, and it broke his heart. He didn't know how long it would last or 
if the poison would turn even more vicious afterwards, but right now, he could not care. 


“Lan Zhan—” he whispered back, in-between kisses, “I-I'm here...” 


Their positions were less than comfortable, but Lan Wangji soon adjusted them, cradling the back 
of his head, he gently turned Wei Ying to lie on his back once again and held him close. The two 
kissed desperately, and Wei Ying silently cursed his restraints for now allowing him to hold Lan 
Zhan as well. 


Lost in each other, they'd already forgotten about the people watching them. Wen Xu's face went 
through all shades of red and green and soon he raged, “ENOUGH! STOP THIS AT ONCE!!” 


The courtesan at his side winced in fear and two drunken men woke up in confusion. Of those that 
had been watching, disgust was written all over their faces. It was one thing to have Lan Wangji 
mercilessly fuck that whore to death, but this—?! Wen Xu had long been convinced that Gusu Lan's 
second jade was indeed a glacier in the form of a man. How dare he now do this?! Breaking apart, 
calling the Wei-whore's name, kissing him, chasing him beyond the poison's demand. Who did he 
think he was?! It was true that Wen Xu did not care for Lan Wangji, but if he would not break for 
him, then he would not break for anyone else, much less for that dirty whore he calls Wei Ying!! 


“You—!!!” Wen Xu had not been the only one burning with rage. As soon as his alcohol-muddled 
mind realized what he was seeing, the greasy Wen-cousin jumped out of his seat, charging towards 
the bed. 

“A-Ying, you fucking vermin!! Since when do you let people kiss you that easily, ah??!”’ 

“Cousin, stop!!" The youngest one yelled, but the drunk man heard nothing. He tore out the 
translucent curtains, violently pushing Lan Wangji out of the way, then grabbed Wei Wuxian's face 
with one hand, forcing him to look at him. 


“Who do you think you are?! Since when do you get to choose??!! HUH?! Good! Good to know 
what you're actually made of, Wei Wuxian!! Cause next time I walk into that room of yours, I'll 
make sure you nev—gh... ” 


Wei Wuxian's mind wasn't quite right, it took him a moment to even realize the loud shadow above 
him had stopped speaking. He blinked, and saw a pale hand wrapped around the man's neck. His 
face red and eyes bulging out of its sockets as helpless, gurgling sounds escaped his throat. 


“New...angji—youg—!!" he choked out, grabbing desperately at that hand until a loud crack 
echoed inside the room, then a series of loud screams. 


“Cousin!!!" The youngest one cried, stumbling backwards to the wall as the man with some 
sobriety left rapidly drew their swords, while the others only babbled confused, asking what was 
happening. 


The man's head crooked limp at an odd angle, and Lan Wangji threw him off the bed. Wei Wuxian's 
heart stopped, finally realizing what was going on. He looked over at Lan Zhan, but it was too late. 
He watched helplessly as the final thread of light left Lan Zhan's eyes, clouding over once again. 


But this time, Lan Zhan didn't seem afraid at all. Maybe he had known back then—swallowing the 
extra dose in one gulp—that there was more to a beast's needs than to simply chase its relief. 


It will fight to the death to protect its mate, tearing flesh and bone with its bare teeth. How foolish 
would you have to be, then, to try and claim them in front of it? 


The stupidest of men thought they would stand a chance, charging at him with their swords ready. 
At these moments, it is quite incredible just how much the body remembers when the mind is still 
far gone. Wei Wuxian had thought it remarkable with the Lan silencing spell, but Gusu Lan's 
second jade had also been a prodigy in many areas, and martial arts was the greatest of them. With 
a palm to their chest, he sent the men flying. Some had merciful deaths, their heads twisted 
sideways with a mere flip of his hands. Others began screaming as soon as Lan Wangji picked up a 
dead man's sword, only falling silent when their flesh had been sliced open with it. 


Wei Wuxian did not wait to act, he pulled and struggled against his restraints, but this ribbon 
seemed to be made of steel, and that courtesan—now shrinked and trembling in a corner—had 
done a damn good job tying him up! 


“A-Xu!!! The door!! Why is the door locked?! Where is the key!!" his uncle screamed, but Wen Xu 
had already been cornered. 


“A-Zhan...” he said, unsheathing his sword, “don't make me hurt you, baobei. I still need you." 
Lan Wangji did not react. In a flash, their blades met. 


The guards on the other side were banging loudly on the door, but it had been bolted and locked 
from the inside. Other than to avoid distraction coming from out there, Wen Xu did not trust that 
Wei Wuxian wouldn't try and find a way to escape. He'd known for a long time how crafty 
Yunmeng Jiang's head disciple was. If he wanted to run, it would be over his dead body. 


Lan Wangji seemed happy to oblige. 


But Wen Xu was also a man of dirty tricks. Realizing that he could not keep up even against a man 
fighting without his spiritual sword, he retrieved a throwing knife from his belt and sent it flying, 
right towards Wei Wuxian! 


Lan Wangji acted faster, deflecting it to the ceiling mid air. Taking advantage of it, Wen Xu used all 
his spiritual energy to strike him on the chest, violently throwing him against the wall right next to 
the bed. Falling down, Lan Wangji spat out blood. 


“Tan Zhan!!!” Wei Wuxian cried. 


Now he had been angered as well. His body felt broken, all his muscles screaming any time he 
moved. His vision was still blurry, his head pounding as if about to explode, but he ignored it all. 
He pulled and struggled and bit against the ribbon's knots, his wrists already bleeding. 


Lan Wangji sat motionless on the floor, head low and breathing heavily. Wen Xu knelt down in 
front of him. “A-Zhan, A-Zhan... what did I tell you?” he whispered, gently tipping his chin up and 
wiping the blood with his thumb, “Which part of ‘you are mine’ do you still not understand?” 


Wei Wuxian's blood boiled, but he could not afford to stop and look at the scene right next to him. 
After gnawing against the knots, the ones that connected him to the bed were finally beginning to 
come undone. 


“A-Xu, you are amazing!!" One of the men cheered, still panting from the scare. Lan Wangji said 
nothing. 


The only warning Wen Xu received was a small, almost unnoticeable glint in those light, cold eyes. 
In the next moment, he was watching his own expression reflected in them change as Lan Wangji 
pierced his neck with the sharp, delicate silver hairpin. 


Blood pouring out from the wound and Wen Xu fell down on the floor. Before his uncle could even 
scream, Lan Wangji had already thrown the hairpin in his direction, stabbing him through the eye 
right into his brain. Finally, without hesitation, Lan Wangji picked up Wen Xu's sword, then stood 


up. 


Even Wei Wuxian's heart trembled. In his own panic, he hadn't noticed Lan Wangji swiftly 
retrieving the hairpin next to the pillow. Now he stood tall, covered in blood, and holding Wen da- 
gongzi's sword as the man bled on the floor like a slaughtered pig. That was the scene the guards 
found once they finally broke through the door. They had no time to process what they were seeing 
before Lan Wangji swept through the room and sliced them with ease. 


Wei Wuxian was finally able to release the knots on the headboard. Unfortunately, that terrified 
jiejie had also secured the ribbon around his wrists with multiple knots. His hands were still bound 
together, but he did not care. He jumped off the bed, but a wave of searing pain overwhelmed him, 
falling face-first onto the ground. 


“Shit..!" he coughed, more blood expelling from his mouth and nose. He tried standing up, but his 
limbs all gave out. His legs and waist were completely numb from Lan Wangji's rough treatment, 
and the poison was certainly catching up with the damage as well. Forget about the pain, Wei 
Wuxian had no strength left in him at all! 


“No... no no no, come on, get up, FUCK!" he cursed out. He was not afraid for himself. Wei 
Wuxian never was. Lan Wangji clearly needed no help finishing everyone off, even at his current 
state. He killed with no disturbance in his eyes. 


But that is exactly what made Wei Wuxian's heart uneasy. He could not shake off the feeling that 
something was wrong, “Lan Zhan!!” he tried calling out, in vain. 


It only took a moment until his fears were confirmed, as one of the guests forcefully grabbed a 
young girl from the floor, using her as a shield between him and Lan Wangji. Expressionless, he 
punched the sword through her stomach, stabbing the man on the other side. 


“Meimei!!!” a painful cry echoed through the chamber as the courtesan Wei Wuxian had met 
earlier screamed desperately, collecting her sister's limp body into her arms, “No, no, meimei!! 
Meimei, not... not you! Please, w-wake up!!" 


Wei Wuxian's heart sank, he tried calling out again, "Lan Zhan!! Stop!!" 


But Lan Wangji had long gone deaf and blind to any pleas. Anyone who was not his mate was 
therefore a threat to him, and Lan Wangji would treat them as such. Unfortunately, the few 
remaining courtesans would learn that not even begging for your life, crying, or trying to run away 
could prove your innocence. When they tried to escape through the busted door, before they could 
even reach it, a blade sliced through the air and into their flesh, their cries quickly silenced. 


“Lan Zhan!!! Please, that's enough!!! You can't—!!” Wei Wuxian did not finish, choking and 
coughing up more blood. Lan Wangji glanced around the room, narrow eyes searching for any 
living foe, but hearing heavy thumping by his feet, he turned around. 


That youngest Wen cousin was on all fours, kowtowing pitifully. His bloodied forehead hitting the 
floor over and over as his entire body trembled. 


“H-Have mercy...” the boy cried, sobbing and choking on his own tears, “Han—Hanguang-jun, p- 
please forgive me, please, have mercy, please...” 


That was the same boy who, much earlier, had laughed and squeezed a girl on his lap, telling Wen 
Xu to 'shut Wei Ying's damn whore mouth’. 


“I regret it, Hanguang-jun, I-I regret it, please... please spare me, please, m-my mother is still 
waiting for me, I'm... have mercy, p-please...” 


No one had sincerely called Lan Wangji by his title in a very long time. But, in a chilling 
realization, Wei Wuxian could tell there was no recognition in those eyes. 


Because Hanguang-jun would not kill innocent women just to destroy the men hiding behind them. 
He would not kill a child, whose only crime was indulging and trying to fit in with his family, and 
now even begged with all his strength for a bit of mercy for his mistakes. 


Lan Zhan wouldn't do this. Lan Zhan was not cruel. But that is not who was holding the blade. 
Lan Zhan was not here. 


There was no more time to waste. Wei Wuxian wiped his fingers on the fresh blood pouring from 

his nose and lips, and attempted over and over to draw something on the wooden floor below him, 
but it was nearly impossible. His bound hands were shaking too much, and he also had to support 

his own weight on his elbows if he wished to see what he was drawing. 


“Come on...” he cursed at himself, crawling to find some other clean surface to draw on. 


But the young boy had already screamed, his back stabbed from above with Wen Xu's sword. Lan 
Wangji pulled it back up and turned his eyes to the only remaining courtesan on the floor. She held 
her sister's body, cradling her in her arms as if she was merely asleep. She cared for nothing else 
happening in the chamber, only hoping that, if she looked for long enough, her sister would wake 
up again. 


Expressionless, Lan Wangji raised his sword. 
“Lan Zhan, stop!!” 


Panicking, Wei Wuxian gave up on what he was doing. Instead, he placed two bloodied fingers in 
his mouth, and taking a deep breath, he blew. 


An eerie, long, and deep whistle reverberated through the bloodstained chamber. 


Wei Wuxian had never tried this before, much less in front of living people, but the truth was... 
humming was not the only thing he had been doing inside that dark brothel bedroom. 


For a person like Wei Wuxian, who enjoyed playing and messing around in the outdoors as much as 
he did, the tedious life of a prisoner was far more tortuous than any beating he'd received in that 
place. So, with no golden core to stain and nothing else to lose, he thought of that theory he came 
up with years ago. For four years, when the night was deep and even the clients next door had 
already left or fallen asleep, he'd hummed and whistled to the dark. 


Quietly, like a shy introduction. 


He did so many times, with no response. Still, some nights, when sleep evaded him and his own 
thoughts became too much, he would keep trying, even if just for his own sake. 


Until one day, the darkness whistled back. 


Somedays, all he did was listen. Others, he spoke as well. Telling it of sunny days and fresh, sweet 
lotus seeds, of a young woman's smile and a hot pot of soup. Of a young man's frown as they snuck 
out together for mischief. Of the dozens of boys who followed them around, who gave up their 
lives to protect a clan that wasn't even their own. Of crossing blades under the moonlight with a 
handsome boy he would never see again. 


It was his only solace. 


So much resentment bled through the brothel's walls. Souls both innocent and criminal who only 
ever wanted to go home. They said that other than killing, you could do anything to the prisoners in 
this place. They lied. 


Wei Wuxian had always wondered how much his death would cost, and couldn't really convince 
himself it would be much. In his mind, he would be joining them sooner rather than later. So better 
make some friends already, right? He never went much beyond that—whistling and murmuring to 
the dark. He didn't know how to yet. He didn't risk writing anything down or exploring in any way 
that would cause all the visiting Wen cultivators to notice. He was far too aware that, if the Wens 
learned of it, they would want this power for themselves... So Wei Wuxian stayed quiet. 


With an offering of living breath, the ghosts would listen to him. So, if Wei Wuxian sometimes 
whispered, forcing terrifying images into his clients' dreams so they would note spend the night, no 
one could tell. 


Maybe on the outside, he’d been explaining all of this to himself as a way to still feel a semblance 
of power after everything had been taken from him, to still feel in control, but... deep inside he 
knew this wasn't the truth at all. 


It was just that Wei Wuxian was lonely. And so were the dead. 


Because of this, he wasn't surprised when the resentful soul with the most will to answer his call 
and protect that woman turned out to be the one of her own little sister. He was surprised, however, 
when what jumped out to fight Lan Wangyji wasn't just a loose resentful soul, but her ferocious, 
fully reanimated corpse. 


What initially had felt like a dream—seeing her limp, lifeless sister slowly twitch her brows and 
open her eyes—immediately turned into a nightmare as the young girl's dead body growled 
ferociously, moving and attacking in an almost animalistic way. It was far too much for the woman. 
She cried and screamed in fear, until she'd finally fainted. 


Wei Wuxian himself almost thought he'd imagined it. Sure, he'd talked and whispered and 
commanded a few lost souls, but he hadn't had any contact with actual corpses yet! To think it was 
possible to... 


No—Not now! Focus, Wei Wuxian!! 


Lan Wangji's mind had gone foggy, not stupid. Even he felt a rush of adrenaline when a once dead 
body suddenly sprang back up and jumped at him, all claws and teeth. Wei Wuxian first meant to 
use the distraction as a way for the woman to get away, but it still works; she had gone quiet, and 
Lan Wangji had already forgotten about her. He swung his sword against the girl at the same time 
Wei Wuxian whistled again, and her corpse dropped back to the ground. 


With that, there were now only the two of them left. 


“Lan Zhan..!” Wei Wuxian called, a little hesitant. 


Lan Wangji turned his head. His pretty, icy face was stained all over with red. His eyes were 
unmoving. 


Without breaking their gaze, Lan Wangji put one knee down, pulling the bloodied silver hairpin 
from the man's eye socket, then stood back up, slowly making his way towards Wei Wuxian. 


Wei Wuxian felt a shiver down his spine. He didn't mean to, but couldn't help trying to back away. 
Lan Wangji approached with slow steps, covered in blood, with a sword in one hand and a sharp 
hairpin on the other, and an icy aura enough to freeze the entire, now fully silent room. 


He wasn't afraid of Lan Zhan, he reminded himself. How could he be? But it all depended if the 
person in front of him was still... 


Lan Wangji stopped in front of him, then fell to his knees. 
“Lan Zhan!!” 


Wei Wuxian's mind blanked. He ignored all numbness and pain, sitting himself up to reach for him, 
“Lan Zhan! Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan, what's wrong? Are you hurt?! You—!” 


Lan Wangji threw his arms around him, embracing Wei Wuxian tightly, his body trembling. 


The heart that just now was stiff in anxiety suddenly softened. Wei Wuxian even huffed out a little 
laugh as he melted in Lan Zhan's arms. His hands, squished between the two bodies, could feel 
with intensity the warm, rapid beating inside Lan Zhan's chest. 


“I'm sorry...” he whispered, his voice broken, “I'm sorry, Wei Ying, I-I'm...” 


eee Shh, what are you apologizing for?” Wei Wuxian shook his head lightly, wishing he could pat 
his head, or stroke his back, but in his current state, all he could do was bury his face in Lan Zhan's 
neck, smiling, “You goody-goody, don't say silly things.” 


But Lan Wangji did not stop, whispering and trembling as he held Wei Ying closer. It wasn't until 
he was like this, feeling so warm and safe, that Wei Wuxian realized how thoroughly exhausted he 
was. He could fall asleep and stay here forever. 


He heard Lan Zhan call his name, but had no energy to look. He might, in fact, have blacked out for 
a little bit, because when he opened his eyes again, Lan Zhan's pretty eyes were right in front of 
him, his hands gently cupping Wei Wuxian's face. 


“Wei Ying...?” 


He looked so worried. Why was Lan Zhan worried? Wei Wuxian's eyes landed on that small, cute 
line that would appear between Lan Zhan's brows every time he frowned. He wanted to poke it 
away. Lan Zhan should never have to worry about anything. 


“Wei Ying, please... stay awake,” 


Wei Wuxian blinked, warm wetness escaping from his eyes. Strange, he didn't feel like crying right 
now, why was he... 


Lan Wangji's eyes widened, immediately wiping his tears away, but the bloodstained sleeve only 
came back with an even darker shade of red. 


“Ah”, Wei Wuxian finally understood. 
So he was already at that stage. 


He wanted to say something to Lan Wangji, but now it was his own mind's turn to slowly slip away. 
Once he came back to himself, Lan Zhan had gently placed something within his hands. Wei 
Wuxian blinked once, and then twice, confused. 


...It was the silver hairpin. 


The heart that had just softened suddenly froze once again. Somewhat awakened from his daze, 
Wei Wuxian looked at Lan Wangji, finally seeing him clearly. He saw him... trembling, and 
sweating. His breathing labored, he was visibly trying to fight back against something inside of 
him. 


“...No,” Wei Wuxian whispered, taking a quivering hand to touch Lan Wangji's forehead. 
It was warm. Far too warm. 


“No..!" Wei Wuxian's voice broke, he could feel his body begin filling with anxiety once again, 
"...How? You... Lan Zhan—” 


“Wei Ying, you... go," he said through clenched teeth, “you have to go, now. Wen Xu must have the 
antidote. You must run, and... if I try to stop you—” 


Lan Wangji hissed, flinching as he held back against himself. The hand he had around Wei 
Wuxian's own—the one holding the hairpin—tightened. 


Wei Wuxian looked at him for a little while, then said softly, “...Okay,” 


Lan Wangji looked up, eyes filled with both sorrow and hope. Wei Ying smiled weakly, “But... Can 
you go find the antidote for me, er-gege...? I don't think I'll be able to move until I take it.” 


Lan Wangji nodded immediately, suddenly reenergized with purpose. He rushed to Wen Xu's body, 
patting it up and down, turning his pockets and taking anything he could find before throwing it 
away. He was so desperate that Lan Wangji did not even hear the soft, almost inaudible sound of 
the unconscious man whimpering. 


“Tt's not with him?” Wei Ying asked. 

Lan Wangji did not answer, turning his back and walking towards the retainer's corpse instead. 
He searched, and searched, growing increasingly more impatient. 

“It—It's not here either," he said, clenching his teeth. 

“Lan Zhan...” 


Lan Wangji did not stop, jumping from one corpse to the other, searching for anything that looked 
like medicine. A bottle, a pill, even a small leaf to chew on. But there was nothing. 


How could there be nothing?! 
“Lan Zhan,” Wei Ying called again. 


Lan Wangji raised his head, shaking in panic, but to his surprise, Wei Ying was smiling. Weakly, 
softly... sympathetic. As if he already knew this would happen. 


“Wei Ying, what... why is—” 


“Come here,” he lifted his arms a little, doing slow, weak little grabby hands, “I'm getting a bit 
cold,” 


Lan Wangji had no heart nor mind to refuse it, his feet taking him back before he knew it, he knelt 
in front of Wei Ying once again. 


“Wen Xu must have left it somewhere else,” Lan Wangji struggled to speak, “I will look for it in his 
chambers, or... I will find his doctor, I can—” 


“Lan Zhan.” 


Wei Wuxian looked at him with that weak, kind smile, as if he was watching a child try way too 
hard to shoot a kite just a little too far away for him to reach just yet. He left the hairpin on his lap, 
and reached out to cup Lan Wangji's face with his bound hands. 


"Even after everything, you're still so good, Lan Zhan. A bit too good... you still trust in people's 
words, don't you?” 


Even through his increasingly fogging mind, Lan Wangji began to understand as well. The more he 
understood, the less he wanted to. 


“T'm glad, I'm really glad you're still like this...” he huffed a laugh, “but I... don't think Wen Xu 
ever meant for me to leave this room alive, er-gege.” 


Lan Wangji swallowed dry, “But why would he... what was the point?” 


Wei Wuxian shrugged, “Because he can. Because it's fun. Because you would wake up from your 
rut with me dead on the bed, knowing you were the one who'd done it, and...” 


He frowned, disgust flashing in his eyes, "... You'd remember who owns you, and just what he can 
do.” 


“But the brothel's rules, they say...” 


Lan Wangji stopped himself, realizing the ridiculousness of his own words, and Wei Wuxian smiled 
amusedly, even laughing a bit. Oh, how he adored this boring, stuffy little stick-in-the-mud. 


“Yeah, haha... they do,” he looked down, still smiling, “but I don't think the Madam will be too 
upset about it." 


Wei Wuxian must have sensed his confusion, so he explained, voice calm and light, “Lan Zhan, put 
yourself in her place. I bite and scratch everyone who meets me, and I only spare the people who 
turn out to be into it. The Madam's only stress relief was beating me everyday to call me a useless 
money pit," 


"I know I'm handsome,” he winked, or tried to, with his swollen eyes, “but there's only so much 
abuse a client can take before they ask for their money back. The Madam has been waiting for 
someone to go too far and pay up my death fee for a long time now. It was just a matter of time.” 


Lan Wangji didn't know what to say. The killing had worked to somewhat clear his head a bit, 
quenching one of the poison's necessities, but it was obvious that he could not hold on for much 
longer, not when their previous act had been interrupted mid-way. Shame climbed up through his 
body, at how he... he still needed... 


Feeling the soft skin of his face warm up beneath his hands, Wei Wuxian went quiet, then gently 
raised it, so they were eye to eye once again. 


“But you, Hanguang-jun...” he smiled, “you can still go home.” 


Then, Wei Wuxian dropped his hands. Slowly, with painful movements, he began undoing his own, 
already very skewed waistband. 


“No.” Lan Wangji immediately grabbed his wrists, then, as if just now remembering they were still 
tied, he frowned in displeasure, attempting to undo the dead knots with his trembling fingers. 


Wei Wuxian tried retrieving his hands, “Lan Zhan, stop—there's no time.” 
But he grabbed his wrists again, “Let me.” 


He continued trying to unbind him, even as his hands held none of the dexterity and mastery they 
usually did. He was so focused, so gentle, but Wei Wuxian couldn't help but notice the sadness in 
his eyes, as if seeing his ribbon tied, cutting and scraping against Wei Wuxian's bloody wrists hurt 
more on him than on Wei Wuxian himself. ‘Whatever meaning it holds, it really must be quite 
special...’, he thought. 


Hopefully, once this was all over, Lan Zhan would be able to fully wash the blood away, until there 
was not a single trace left of the people who had touched it. Himself included. 


“Lan Zhan, enough, you... atyah, look at you, you're shaking so much, how are you supposed to 
undo it like that?” 


There really was little progress being made, but Lan Wangji did not stop, fighting through his 
increasingly hazy mind, his eyes clouding over momentarily before he pulled himself together 
again. 


"Stubborn...” Wei Wuxian huffed fondly, then withdrew his wrists one more time, cupping Lan 
Wangji's face. 


“Tan Zhan, look at me.” 
“..” Lan Wangji raised his eyes. 


“T know, I know that you're good and I know that you want to help me, but you... at this state, at 
this moment, you can't. So here's what we're gonna do, okay? I can see your poison has cleared up a 
bit, but still, it's just not enough yet. I give it—cough!” 


Wei Wuxian expelled yet another mouthful of blood. Still, he didn't let that distract him, “Hah, 
sorry... I was gonna say: I give it about 15 minutes until someone comes here and finds us. Now tell 


me, Lan Zhan, how will you ever help me if we get arrested when your mind is still like this, hm?” 
“Wei Ying...” he begged him. 


“Just once more, okay? Come on, Lan Zhan, we've done it twice already, what's another time, hm? 
What are you so bashful for?” 


Wei Ying may have been teasing and joking around, but he couldn't hide how badly he'd been hurt, 
both by the poison and by Lan Wangji himself. If they were to do it one last time to try and clear 
the rest of Lan Wangji's aphrodisiac, could Wei Ying's body truly withstand it? 


Lan Wangji didn't think it could. 
Wei Wuxian knew it wouldn't. 


“See how well you're fighting back the poison now? If... If we do it, just one more time, your head 
might finally clear up enough that you won't succumb again, and then,” he showed his wrists, “you 
can have this back. And I'll let you help me.” 


Lan Wangji closed his eyes, letting out a shaky breath, and Wei Wuxian's heart felt both warm and 
painful. He knew it would be significantly harder to convince Lan Wangji to do this now. After all, 
just a few years ago, Wei Wuxian had been quite convinced that Lan Zhan didn't even like him 
much. He'd finally been shown otherwise—that Lan Wangji did care for him in a friendly way—but 
now that they weren't being forced to, how could he so casually ask Lan Wangji to bed him again? 


It would be strange to do it if Lan Zhan hated him, and even stranger if he didn't. There was just no 
winning. Yet, Lan Zhan was still trying so hard to fight back, to not slip away again. To not 
dishonor him, to not hurt him. It was so, so silly just how much of a gentleman he was, even like 
this. 


“Please, Lan Zhan?” Wei Wuxian gently raised Lan Wangji's chin, just a bit, “While it's still you?” 


Hearing that, Lan Wangji finally opened his eyes again. His sorrowful, tired, and red-rimmed eyes, 
that did not want to do this. Wei Wuxian smiled at him. 


Just a little more..." Wei Wuxian did not tell him. Hurt me just a little more, Lan Zhan. And then 
you can finally go home. 


Stop fighting back. Stop holding back, just let your mind fade away. Pretend I’m someone else, 
someone you truly like! In some better place, in happier times. Just close your eyes, Lan Zhan, and 
have your way, just take me! 


Lan Zhan, ah, Lan Zhan... Can't you be just a little selfish? 


Wei Wuxian could see the moment Lan Wangji's expression switched from reluctance to sorrowful 
resignation. Wei Ying was right, as he always was. They were running out of time, and Lan Wangji 
could not save him. 


Exhausted, he leaned his cheek into Wei Wuxian's touch and held his hands inside his own, holding 
them there. Wei Wuxian smiled, feeling a place in his heart go very soft. It made him wonder if a 
Lan Zhan who hadn't been poisoned would ever act as softly as this. “Good boy, don't be afraid 
now, okay?” 


Lan Wangji nodded, then finally let go of Wei Ying's hands. Ever so gently, he wrapped one arm 
around Wei Wuxian's back and the other behind his knees, picking him up. Wei Wuxian winced, 
sore and numb all over, but tried not to make a noise. Lan Wangji slowly laid him down on the bed, 
hands cushioning his head before he set it back on the bloodstained pillow. He was so gentle, Wei 
Wuxian felt the strange urge to laugh at it. He might have, if he wasn't so tired. 


“You know, Lan Zhan, if you treat your future bride like this on your wedding night, she'll feel very 
lucky, haha..." he teased still, because Wei Wuxian never knew when to shut up. Lan Wangji only 
admonished with a quiet sigh. 


‘Wait... Crap! Lan Zhan is still technically married to Wen Xu, isn't he? Is? Was?', he suddenly 
thought, but his head hurt, and Wei Wuxian decided he wasn't in the right mind to tease Lan Wangji 
anymore, so he shut his mouth. Instead, he tried to keep his eyes open, observing what Lan Wangji 
was doing, and why he was taking so long. 


Lan Wangji had just positioned himself between Wei Wuxian’s legs, but had stopped moving 
entirely, eyes glued to Wei Wuxian’s place down there, looking at it with an unreadable expression. 
For some reason, that level of attention really made him blush, so he poked Lan Wangji with the 
heel of his foot, “Lan Zhaaan, hurry up, what are you staring at? Is it that bad?” 


Lan Wangji came back to himself immediately, seemingly embarrassed to be caught staring. He 
only closed his eyes for a few seconds, and shook his head. Then, after another moment of 
thinking, he gently held Wei Wuxian’s legs and moved them to one side—closed together. 


“Keep them like this”, he said, and Wei Wuxian was more than confused. Isn't it easier if he keeps 
them open? He seemed to like it those previous times. 


Wei Wuxian thought that maybe, since he was slightly more sober for the time being than he had 
been before, with no spectators to dictate what they have to do, Lan Zhan might be feeling too 
embarrassed by being exposed to another man's nudeness so openly. He couldn't help remembering 
just how quickly he closed Wei Wuxian's robes after their first time, or how, on both occasions, Lan 
Zhan had flipped Wei Wuxian on his stomach to fuck him from the back. After all, Lan Zhan had 
always been so ascetic; before being forced to dual cultivate with Wen Xu, he probably hadn't had a 
single thought of doing this sort of thing with anyone, much less with another man. 


Maybe it really would be easier for him to pretend that Wei Wuxian was someone else. 


“Just don't hold back, ok? You’re not allowed to hold back! If you do, your mind will not clear up 
as well after you're done, and we’ ll just be in more trouble.” 


Lan Wangji seemingly ignored him. Wei Wuxian closed his eyes and threw his head to the side in 
case he began coughing, and prepared to be fucked again. Fully aware of how sore and 
oversensitive his body had become, he simply steeled his mind as he always did. His pain tolerance 
had always been good, after all. He can endure it for a little longer! 


Yet, as if not satisfied with Wei Wuxian’s condition, Lan Wangji must have decided he would kill 
him by heart attack instead, because when a strange hardness slipped between his thighs, Wei 
Wuxian almost felt his soul leave his body. He looked down, and his face immediately burned up. 
Between his thighs, he could vaguely see the head of Lan Zhan's cock just—s/iding in and out?! 


“LAN ZHAN!!! W-What...! You—cough cough!!" 


Wei Wuxian had only taken a single quick look at it back then, and the mere size of it had almost 
made him give up on the spot. It was one thing to have it inside of him where he couldn't see it. Wei 
Wuxian had long gotten used to sex that hurts, after all. At this point, a dick inside of him didn't 
really have to feel like a dick, and he could just brush it off as something else entirely. But this—?! 
Very much a dick, and not just any dick. That’s Lan Zhan's dick!! He can't just stare at it!!! 


“Lan Zhan Lan Zhan, are you sure? Like this? Can't you just do it inside? I-It feels weird, and it 
can't be as good, can it? I'm so warm and tight inside, er-gege, just—” 


Lan Wangji thrusted in at an angle that lightly rubbed against Wei Wuxian's own cock, and Wei 
Wuxian did not squeak at it!! 


That's it! Lan Wangji has officially gone insane!! The poison melted his brain and turned him into a 
man that somehow will put Wei Wuxian's dick in his mouth and fuck his thighs and somehow even 
kiss and call his name in the height of passion. Wen Xu, that fucking idiot!! Can't Lan Zhan just 
fuck him like a normal person?! 


All that blood running to Wei Wuxian's face was certainly bad for him, as his nose suddenly began 
pouring out blood once again. Wei Wuxian flopped back to the pillow, tired and dizzy and feeling 
like he was finally paying back for all that teasing he put Lan Zhan through. “I take it back, Lan 
Wangji, if... if you ever treat your wife like this on your wedding night, she’s gonna have your face 
under her pillow by morni—cough cough cough!!" 


Wei Wuxian shivered, covering his eyes with his hands, trying not to think about how he could feel 
both their members leaking against each other. Still, Lan Zhan seemed determined to make Wei 
Wuxian ascend, as the next thing he felt were long, calloused fingers wrapping around his cock and 
pumping up and down, forcing him to arch his back at the sudden wave of pleasure rushing through 
his body. 


Exhausted, mortified and feeling like he was on the edge of a qi deviation from the little spiritual 
power he still had left, Wei Wuxian wanted to bury his face into his pillow and sleep for the next 
decade or two, but kept being brought back by the vulgar sounds of skin against skin, and the 
occasional brush against his overly-sensitive member. Seriously, at this point, letting him die would 
be far more merciful!! 


He withdrew his hands, ready to yell at Lan Wangji again, but seeing his face, his voice died in his 
throat. 


Wei Wuxian could speak of Lan Zhan’s trembling eyelashes, the thin layer of sweat on his neck and 
forehead, or the slight frown between his eyebrows as he fucked between his thighs with such 
intense focus. Something squeezed inside Wei Wuxian’s chest, and his face somehow burned even 
hotter, filling him with a sensation that he was not ready to analyze as of now. Still, none of it was 
what caught his attention. 


Wei Wuxian went quiet, thinking for a moment. Then, biting his own lip, he made his decision. 
Sorry, Lan Zhan... but you leave me no choice. 


“Say, Hanguang-jun... since you're a-already doing me like this, tell me,” he panted, “Who is it that 
you were imagining that first time, huh? You know I was just saying things earlier, but for you to 


be that wild in bed, you must really—nmust really like her, hahaha!” 
Lan Wangji's fingers dug deeper into his skin. 

“Tell me, is she—is she pretty, hm?” 

Lan Wangji begged him, his vision darkening, “Wei Ying—” 


“Do I—know her? You’d tell me if I knew her right? And if... if you tell me who you like, I can— 
ah... when you meet her again you can use everything you learned from fucking me, to make her 
feel as good as you made me, how about it? I—I can give you some tips too, haha!!" 


Lan Wangji took a deep breath. Helplessly, he grabbed Wei Wuxian’s waist with both hands and 
pulled him closer, speeding up against him. Wei Wuxian tried not to wince, his back and hips long 
gone sore as if he'd been run over by a horse, but he pressed on, “Not that you'd need much, of 
course! If I did—didn't know you well Lan Zhan I'd think you've been reading some forbidden 
books in your spare time, haha!!—hah, ah/!” 


His back arched when Lan Wangji's cock rubbed against his wet tip, sore muscles spasming as 
pleasure ran from below him, and his mind blanked for a couple seconds. 


‘Not good!’ Wei Wuxian thought. He’d been kept on the edge for too long. At this pace, he might 
come even with just this! He tried moving his legs a bit so Lan Zhan wouldn't rub against his cock, 
but yelped in pain when he suddenly pressed his thighs down with one hand, pinning them close 
together tightly, increasing his pace. 


“L-Lan Zhan, that's—too much!! ah!” 
“Then stay quiet!” he answered stiffly. 


He’d already begun losing control of his own strength. Good! Just a little more, and he’d give in! 
“Hah... no yeah maybe that's good, cause—you're so big and strong, you can hold me down so 
easily, can't you? I bet if... if you had visited my room back then, I wouldn't be able to resist at all 
—ah, hahaha!!” 


"W-Wei Ying." 


“You'd have broken me in half, wouldn't you, Lan Zhan? You would have... have grabbed my hair 
and forced me on my knees and fucked my mouth, and if I tried to bite you'd beat me senseless and 
fuck me anywa—AH! It—fuck!!” 


A sharp, tearing pain breached from below him, and Wei Wuxian couldn't help but cry out, tears 
escaping from his eyes. It seems that Lan Zhan had finally broken. 


“Wei Ying—!” he tried to speak, immediately moving to pull out once again, but Wei Wuxian 
grabbed his arm. 
“Don't!” 


Lan Wangji hitched a breath, but Wei Wuxian cut him off, “Don't stop! Please,” he begged him, 
“don't tell me you can hold back, don't lie! You—we're so close, get it over with!” 


Just now, when Lan Zhan was just starting to find his rhythm, Wei Wuxian could tell it wouldn’t be 
enough. That Lan Zhan himself was realizing it wouldn’t be enough. Hell! Even back then when his 
mind was completely submerged and he fucked Wei Wuxian with no self-restraint, it still wasn't 
enough. The poison was just far too vicious, forcing the greatest of wants yet still making it almost 
impossible to satisfy it. 


Maybe Lan Zhan had thought that, with the killing-spree quenching some of it, he'd now be able to 
hold back. As long as he came, as long as he tricked his body into thinking he'd mated, it'd be 
fine... but the fog slowly creeping into his eyes told otherwise. Of course it wouldn’t be that easy. 


Lan Zhan was scared. 


Seeing this, Wei Wuxian couldn’t stay still. He fought against his own dizziness and thought back 
to the previous times they did it. What had helped tip Lan Wangji over the edge before? What 
would make him lose control and finally seek what his body needed? 


That’s when it clicked... It wouldn’t be kind. No, Lan Zhan would probably hate him afterwards, 
but he had to try it. Lan Zhan couldn’t afford wasting any more time. He wouldn't last much longer 
as himself anyhow, not when he hadn't even gotten a chance to finish that second time. 


Now that he was finally in, there was no way Wei Wuxian would let him pull out again. With the 
little bit of strength he still had left, Wei Wuxian squeezed Lan Wangji’s wrist, looking at him with 
swollen, tear-bloodied eyes, asking him, begging him, ‘Just a little more.' 


It didn't take much more convincing after that. 


Lan Wangji’s mind was just barely floating above the surface when he took another shaky breath, 
then in sorrowful resignation, wrapped his hands around Wei Wuxian’s waist and drove in. 


Wei Wuxian couldn’t finish his first cry before Lan Zhan did it again. And again. And again. 


Now that they were finally going in the right direction, Wei Wuxian's body went entirely numb 
with exhaustion. He had no energy to be bothered about the pain anymore. He didn't want to talk or 
tease or cry, he only wanted to close his eyes and sleep. 


‘Not yet,’ he reminded himself, and tried moving his body a bit to get more comfortable, maybe get 
Lan Zhan to sit between his legs again—not even wondering why the thought of it felt so 
comforting now—but his body wouldn’t move. Thankfully, the poison in Lan Zhan's veins had the 
same idea. It wasn't gentle, but at this point Wei Wuxian couldn't tell pain from pleasure anymore. 
Lan Wangji grabbed one of his legs and pulled them wide open, Wei Ying’s already skewed robes 
had now opened up down to his navel, and Lan Wangji wasted no time fucking him harder. 


Lan Wangji’s body began moving on its own accord, though his mind hadn’t subdued yet—not 
entirely. Through the heavy mist, he heard the painful cries Wei Ying failed to smother down as he 
was invaded repeatedly, pressing further and deeper inside a body almost entirely broken. Lan 
Wangji was helpless to stop himself, only managing a few brief seconds when a particularly 
miserable whimper would break through his walls and force his eyes to see the damage he was 
causing. All he felt was his warmth, all he heard was his sweet voice, and all he ever wanted, and 
wanted, and wanted... was sprawled on his back, wide open for his taking. He couldn’t stop 
anymore, even if he wanted to. And Wei Ying cried, and not the cries he'd dreamed of before, not 


the cries of earlier. These were lonely, pitiful, they begged for help while the face was still smiling 
and coaxing, saying, "It's fine, you're so good, just a little more okay? We're so close.' 


‘Wei Ying,’ he could not call anymore, too far away from control, yet still conscious enough to see 
him, to hear him, to watch him writhe in agony and pretend it wasn’t hurting. Lan Wangji wanted 
this. He didn’t want this. He wanted in any way that wasn’t this. He wanted Wei Ying to know he 
was still here, but Lan Wangji was already sinking. It hurt to watch, but even worse would know 
that he’d left and left Wei Ying alone with— 


“Lan Zhan...” he called, weakly. Through those swollen, tear-bloodied eyes, Wei Ying looked at 
him in concern, as if he knew exactly what he’d been thinking. Yet, before he could speak, his 
words were broken by yet another violent thrust against his insides. Lan Wangji’s own breath 
hitched as well, but his body kept moving. 


Still, worn and fading, Wei Ying forced his eyelids open, staring distantly into Lan Wangji’s eyes. 
His friend seemed to be desperately trying to mumble words of apology, but Wei Wuxian wanted 
none of that. Instead, he smiled, hoping to comfort the man above him, “I-It’s okay... it only hurts 
a little, I'm—” 


Another lunge, and he cried out pitifully, muffling it out with his hands and falling quiet once 
again. Just as Lan Wangji's heart sank, panicking as he thought Wei Ying finally couldn't withstand 
it any longer, a shy whisper spoke softly beneath him, stunning him in place. 


“Lan Zhan, kiss me... okay? Can you—” 


The shock was enough to freeze Lan Wangji’s body, even if for a moment. Wincing in pain, Wei 
Wuxian managed to put his bound hands behind Lan Wangji's neck, and with a coaxing smile, he 
whispered, tired and weak, “Just... kiss me, okay, er-gege? It... It won't hurt if you kiss me.” 


...He shouldn't. 
Lan Wangji knew he shouldn't. 


He'd already done it back then. Clutched to Wei Ying's lips like he was drowning. Would have done 
it much more, for much less desperate reasons. It was a shame that twisted his insides into dust, 
because all he's done tonight was take, and take, and take. How much had Wei Ying already 
endured? How much had he given up just to comfort him, smiling while smothering his screams 
and sobbing through blood-filled lungs? 


Wei Ying let him. Indulged him. Lan Wangji knew that this, too, had to be for him. To soothe him, 
to stop him from worrying, from holding back, from— 


No, Lan Wangji had every reason not to kiss him. 
And yet... 


He was so tired, his mind was so distant, his body was still burning with such intensity that would 
scorch anything he touched. And Wei Ying was asking him to. Asking him, all weak and softly and 
undone. 


And Lan Wangji had promised himself he would never refuse Wei Ying again. That if by some 
miracle he was still alive, if Lan Wangji ever saw him again, he would never make those same 
mistakes again. He would not ignore him again, would not push him away, he would look at him if 
he still could. 


And now Wei Ying was asking him to. 


And Lan Wangji wanted to... because he loved him, desperately, hopelessly. 


So, he kissed him. 


Last time, it had worked to anchor Lan Wangji back to reality. Now, it did anything but. 


Any remaining thread of self-control snapped in half as he was set ablaze. There was no room and 
no blood and no bed, only Wei Ying under him, Wei Ying around him, on his skin, in his mouth, in 
his hands. The kiss had started slow and soft, but escalated as Lan Wangji lost himself in it. He 
pressed Wei Ying with his own body and his hips began moving again, chasing that warmth and 
tightness inside of him, kissing his moans and whimpers before they even left his mouth. But it 
wasn't enough, it was never enough. He needed him closer, all of him, and for the first time this 
evening Lan Wangji began to disrobe, hastily, while still not breaking the kiss. 


Wei Ying took a couple seconds to open his eyes, but immediately startled at what Lan Wangji was 
doing. He was overcome with the impulse to pull his clothes back and cover Lan Wangji up again. 
Somehow, it didn't feel right to see him like this. However, his wrists were still tied and just as he 
tried to complain, Lan Wangji had captured his lips again. He kissed him desperately and open- 
mouthed, and Wei Wuxian could only give in. Numbness spread quickly through his body, but he 
still forced his arms up, throwing them around Lan Wangji's shoulders and pulling him closer, the 
feverish warmth of his skin being his only distraction against the ceaseless agony ravaging him 
from below. 


Wei Wuxian's plan had worked. As Lan Wangji began slipping away and his already rushed and 
rough movements became even more desperate, Wei Wuxian held on, closing his eyes and letting 
Lan Wangji take him as needed. Just a little more... 


He didn't notice himself blacking out for a bit until a sudden, painful twinge in his waist woke him 
up again. With one arm, Lan Wangji had pulled Wei Wuxian's body up while the other retrieved his 
bound hands, pinning them down above his head. This position put a sudden distance between Wei 
Wuxian and the comforting warmth of Lan Wangji's body, and it also hurt the most, pulling his 
muscles in all the wrong ways, but Lan Wangji left him no space to cry, mouth still glued to Wei 
Wuxian's lips as he kept lunging inside. 


"Lan Zhan—mh, Lan Zhan... gently..." he mumbled weakly against his lips, and Lan Wangji 
responded with a light bite. He didn't care for the blood on Wei Wuxian's face at all, moving to kiss 
his cheek, his chin, his jaw, scraping his teeth against the tender skin and nibbling into it. Wei 
Wuxian gasped, a sudden wave of arousal spreading through his body and arching his back. Lan 
Wangji did not wait, letting go of his wrists, he used both arms to circle around Wei Wuxian's 
waist, leaving his arms, head and shoulders resting limp against the mattress. His pace intensified, 
and Wei Wuxian gazed breathlessly at the sight of Lan Zhan kissing down his bare chest, tongue 
sliding through his sensitive skin until it circled over a nipple, sucking and nibbling until it 


hardened. Electricity shot through Wei Wuxian's body and he whimpered, feeling his head light 
with overstimulation. 


"L-Lan Zhan... ah... wait, don't—" 


He tried to protest, but it only came off as a whisper. Lan Wangji did not stop, kissing over his 
chest, he moved to give the other nipple the same treatment, teasing the brown buds with his tongue 
and teeth. Wei Wuxian could only throw his head back and tremble, unable to think as it felt as if 
the large member inside of him, which had been causing him nothing but pain and discomfort so 
far, suddenly began to hit against that pleasant spot once again. He was suddenly overcome with a 
wave of pleasure that blindsided even the worst of his pain, arching his abused back, seeking that 
friction as Lan Zhan's thrusts grew frantic. He didn't think he could come at all anymore tonight 
but, he was so close now he might just—!! 


"Mh—ah! Ah...! Wait, w-wait," he gasped, "Lan... Lan Zhan, wait, I'm—!!" 


But Lan Wangji couldn't listen, sinking his teeth into Wei Wuxian neck hard enough to bleed and 
releasing inside of him at the same time. Wei Wuxian's eyes rolled back, moaning in pain and 
pleasure as his body spasmed, staining both Lan Wangji and himself with his spend. Panting and 
trembling lightly, his body fell limp on the mattress as his vision went dark. He couldn't feel his 
body at all, only the warm fullness of Lan Zhan still inside him, barely able to feel the blood 
pouring out from his nose and eyes. 


How funny, Wei Wuxian thought. It all hurt so much, but he wasn't unhappy. 


Lan Wangji was lying on top of him, a comfortable, warm weight against Wei Wuxian's broken 
body, his face hiding in the crook of his neck. With the very last of his strength, Wei Wuxian 
moved his arms, wrapping them around his friend's shoulders. He wanted to stroke Lan Wangji's 
back, but he could just barely move his fingers, so he had them gently run over his skin instead. He 
could feel him planting soft kisses against his neck, mumbling ‘Wei Ying, Wei Ying, Wei Ying' like a 
prayer, like it meant something wonderful. 


Poor Lan Zhan, he must be so tired too... Wei Wuxian just wanted to praise him, call him good, and 
make sure he'd find his way home safely. 


But he didn't even have the strength to open his eyes anymore. 


"Wei Ying..." he whispered, warm and holy against his skin. Wei Wuxian couldn't answer, he only 
held him close. 


Shhh, he wanted to say, Good boy, Lan Zhan, don't be scared now. Once the afterglow passes, you'll 
be okay again, you can finally go home. Where you should be, where you deserve to be. 


"Wei Ying... Wei Ying..." 

And please, don't feel guilty. Don't say sorry either. 
"...Wei Ying, I..." 

I'm just glad that, at least in the end, I could still help you. 


So don't wait anymore, okay? Go. As soon as you're able to... 


"I love you." 
The fingers weakly running through Lan Wangji's hair paused minutely, before they resumed. 


Wei Wuxian's heart had tightened, frozen still in his chest. But then Lan Zhan kept whispering, 
leaving tender words and kisses on his skin, as if he hadn't even noticed the three words he just 
said. Noticing this, Wei Wuxian's heart eased once again. 


Lan Zhan's mind was still misted and muddled, after all. Maybe he was still dreaming, floating in 
the fantasies the poison had given him. Who knows where he was now, who was with him, 
receiving those words for him? 


This wasn't really his Lan Zhan yet. Just the anxious, lonely person Wen Xu had cultivated. 


Poor Lan Zhan... he will be so sad when he wakes. What if he remembers all these things he did... 
all the things he said? Part of Wei Wuxian hoped he wouldn't remember them all. 


Then you can give them for the first time, Lan Zhan, when you are actually you. When you actually 
want to. 


Because for one very fleeting moment, Wei Wuxian lived in a world where Lan Zhan loved him. It 
was odd, and a bit funny... but it was good too. So, whoever gets to feel that way forever should 
really, really treasure it... Lan Zhan deserves nothing less. 


With that thought in his mind, Wei Wuxian slowly slipped away. Not in pain, as he thought he'd be 
when it happened, but very, very happy. All he felt was warmth, and he knew Lan Zhan was 
holding him. 


These past four years, of all the people I imagined would have me in their grasp when I died... I'm 
Just really glad, in the end, that person was you. 


And so, with no weight in his heart, Wei Wuxian fell asleep. 
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Lan Wangji's body was simultaneously heavy and weightless, it was as if he was floating far, far 
away, mumbling and whispering Wei Ying's name and all the things he could not say. 


But much like Wei Ying and his song, he did not notice himself doing it until he stopped. 


As the afterglow slowly receded, Lan Wangji opened his eyes, laden with exhaustion. For the first 
time since the bed's translucent curtains closed, there was no fog inside his mind. It was finally 
clear. 


So then, Wei Ying... 
Wei Ying! 


Lan Wangji broke out of his stupor, sitting up immediately and searching left and right, freezing at 
a sight that would haunt him for the rest of his days. 


Wei Ying lying down below him, battered, bloodied, and unmoving. His body almost entirely 
naked and limp, with a red-stained forehead ribbon etched into the flesh of his wrists. There was so 
much blood on him, his face nearly unrecognizable. Lan Wangji was not one to be paralyzed by 
fear, but the first thing in his mind was how he could not remember the sound of breathing or the 
beating of a heart inside that chest he'd just been resting on top of. Carefully, he cupped those frail 
wrists and pressed his acupoints, searching for his spiritual strength. 


But once no energy responded, Lan Wangji felt all blood drain from his face, and his heart sank. 
It was only for a moment. 


It only took him one moment to remember... but it might as well have been years. Because for one 
single moment, he'd been certain that Wei Ying was dead. 


Core melted, his memories screamed, and never he thought those words would bring him such 
relief. 


No, Wei Ying was not dead, not yet. But he was dangerously close, and with no core to keep him 
safe until they could find an antidote. Realizing this, Lan Wangji wasted no time. He moved to 
retrieve his robes, but winced at the sudden sensitivity from below. He looked, startled, and was 
overcome with another wave of shame and grief as he realized he was still inside Wei Ying's body. 
Still, he did not let that stop him. 


He put his inner robes back on, then carefully removed Wei Ying's bloodied ones, covering him 
with the light blue outer robes instead. 


Deep in his heart, Lan Wangji hoped to catch a small wince, a light furrow of his brow, even a 
minute squeeze of Wei Ying's eyes... but there was nothing. 


He was so still... it did not suit him 


He tied a random guard's sword to his waist, then gently took Wei Ying into his arms, allowing 
himself just one more look onto his peaceful face before adjusting his body, carrying him on his 
back. At least, for this, his still bound hands would work in their favor. Without glancing back, he 
left the bloodied bedchamber, and into the secluded courtyard. The silent night breeze was a 
welcome chill against his skin, but he knew it would only harm Wei Ying. He needed to think, and 
fast. 


They were lucky—far too lucky—that Wen Xu did not want to hold that meeting in Lan Wangji's 
own bedchambers inside Wen Xu's palace, choosing a secluded building inside the guest quarters 
for it instead. It meant they would not need to fight any unexpected guards or cultivators that hadn't 
been assigned beforehand... unless they were found first. 


And it would not be long before someone noticed. 


Wei Ying's condition was worsening by the second, and Lan Wangji's mind was racing thinking of 
where he could possibly take him. Gusu? It was the closest. On one hand, it would expose his entire 
clan to danger, something Lan Wangji had been fighting to avoid for over four years. On the other, 
he had no better options, and he knew his family would protect them. Most importantly, they had 
the medical resources to save Wei Ying's life. 


His decision made, he looked down at the sword he took. Could it fly fast enough to evade the 
aerial guards once they spotted him? Doubtful. Wen Xu's sword would be more powerful, but it 
also came with its own risks, which was why Lan Wangji did not pick it in the first place. Still, Wei 
Ying's life was more important. Lan Wangji was about to return to the room when Wei Ying's 15- 
minute prediction proved far too accurate. Somewhere far behind him, the light crack of a dried 
leaf rang quietly beneath a pair of shoes. 


Lan Wangji shot through the air, the sharp blade pressed right against the person's neck. With his 
voice low and dangerous, he demanded, "Name?" 


"L-Lan gongzi, I'm—!!" 

He pressed it closer, a thin line of blood blooming from the sensitive skin. The person shivered. 
"Name." he asked again. There would not be a third time. 

"W-Wen—Wen Qionglin, Wen N-Ning. I can—I can help!!" 

Lan Wangji had already heard far too many lies tonight. Sensing his disbelief, the stuttering young 
man panicked even more, "I-I-I know... I know Wei-gongzi, I'd heard h-he would come to...tonight, 
I'm—" 


A Wen who knows him? Reminded of the brothel, Lan Wangji's voice turned even more vicious, 
"A client?!" 


"No!! Th-The archery com... competition! He helped me..!!" 


The aphrodisiac's effects might have receded, enough to give Lan Wangji a clear mind, but they 
were not gone. It wanted that Wen boy's blood spilled for even daring to know who Wei Ying was. 
It was Wen Qionglin's luck that Lan Wangji was sober enough to remember the past. 


...Not that he could ever forget it. 
A loose forehead ribbon, Wei Ying's hands touching it. Both of them wearing red. 


"W-When Wen Chao was selecting th-the competitors, Wei-gongzi helped me, you... you saw it 
too, L-Lan-gongzi, didn't you?" 


" " 


Right. 


It did happen. Before the competition even started, there was one boy who had volunteered, and 
was mocked for it. Wei Ying encouraged him, defended him against everyone, held a bright smile 
and comforted him, even after he missed the shot. 


Then, could this be..? His memory cleared further, and the boy's face became more recognizable, 
even though Lan Wangji had only originally seen it from a distance. 


But how? Although Lan Wangji knew better than to generalize, his opinion on the Wen family only 
worsened throughout the years, even those not from the main branch. Even if this boy had a reason 
to, could a Wen really risk their own lives to save another? 


"Wei Ying is dying," he blurted out, because he could not allow himself to forget. Because he did 
not know what to ask next. "Poison." 


Wen Qionglin's eyes widened, then glanced behind Lan Wangji, as if finally realizing the man on 
his back was deadly still. 


“My—My sister is a doctor!" 
He said no more. He didn't have to. 


Gusu was the closest safe haven they had, but it still entailed multiple hours of dangerous air travel 
in the cold night wind. Wei Ying never had three hours to begin with. Now, if he were to light up an 
incense stick, Wei Ying's life would burn away at the same speed, if not faster. 


Lan Wangji still did not know if he could trust a young man from Qishan Wen clan. He had stared 
straight into those frightened eyes, seeking a single sign of lie or manipulation, but time was 
running against him, so for now... he had no choice. Even if Wen Qionglin turned against them, 
Lan Wangji wouldn't complain if he were to be imprisoned again, just as long as Wei Ying's life 
had been saved. He wouldn't fight nor would he say a word, he would turn himself in again if he 
had to. He could be tortured, killed, locked in a dungeon to serve as Wen Xu's cultivation cauldron 
until his last breath. 


He could withstand it all, as long as it kept Wei Ying safe. 


Anything. He will accept anything... But let Wei Ying be safe. 


Wen Qionglin took them outside the courtyard through the back wall, where a common palace 
sedan was parked, the carriers with their gazes low. Lan Wangji paused immediately, looking at the 
young man with suspicion. 


"It's... it's okay, Lan-gongzi... they only work for me and my sister, and they're very loyal! T-They 
won't say a thing." 


Lan Wangji was out of time to hesitate, so he climbed in. 


"I only brought one made for two people, I'm sorry..." he said, helping them board, "I didn't know 
you would be here, Lan-gongzi, but... you stay with Wei-gongzi! I-I will fly ahead, so no one gets 
suspicious." 


Lan Wangji nodded, but did not dare to thank him just yet. He sat Wei Ying by his side and, 
keeping one arm around him, he let his head rest gently against his shoulder. For the first time 
tonight, all Lan Wangji could do was wait in silence. 


He could not shake the feeling that they were walking towards their deaths. He had never heard of 
the name Wen Qionglin, for better or for worse, and if that young man had truly never been 
involved in any of his family's atrocities, then turning them in would be a sure way to gain the Clan 
Leader's good opinion. At least, he thought, the boy had not asked him to give up his sword. Lan 
Wangji had already killed over twenty people in that room, he will kill more if it means taking Wei 
Ying to safety. More than just saving his life—he will not allow Wei Ying to be dragged back to 
that hellish place. 


Lan Wangji moved the curtains just a little, and was relieved to see that they were not heading 
towards the main palace, nor anywhere that he could immediately recognize as a trap. But Lan 
Wangji had also never been to these parts, so his anxieties could not ease. The night was dark and 
quiet, and they were not safe just yet. Thinking this, the arm wrapped around Wei Ying squeezed 
him softly. 


In this quietness, Lan Wangji could almost hear the other's weakened, nearly unnoticeable breaths. 
He took comfort in that, trying to ease his own breathing as the sedan came to a stop. 


Wen Qionglin was already waiting for them outside. 


There were no guards in sight. Lan Wangji took Wei Ying into his arms, holding him close as the 
young man led him inside a large house. Lan Wangji did not recognize it, but he could tell that 
whoever lived here was certainly high-ranked. That put Lan Wangji on edge once again, the 
remnants of the poison in his body screaming for him to wield his sword and kill all those in sight, 
before they could act. Yet, once again, he was forced to suppress it. 


The young man opened the doors and led them inside. It was all dark and empty, except for one or 
two candles lit up in a room far deep. 


"A-Jie!" he called 


"A-Ning?!" a harsh, young feminine voice answered from within, the sound of quick footsteps 
approaching, "You idiot! Didn't I tell you not to—" 


As the woman made herself visible, Lan Wangji froze. 


It was one of Wen Ruohan's most trusted subordinates, Wen Qing. 


Lan Wangji wanted to take his sword, but did not have time to switch Wei Ying's position in his 
arms before the woman moved—! 


...Passing through them, and slamming the door shut. 


"A-Ning," her voice was low, and firm "I will speak to you later. Go prepare a basin of warm water 
first." 


"J-Jiejie, he's—" 
"Go ! " 
Wen Qionglin disappeared as quickly as an arrow. 


Wen Qing turned around, brows drawn together and back straight. Even at this hour, she looked 
more intimidating than many men of her family. Lan Wangji's hand began moving to his sword's 
handle, but the woman's voice stopped him. 


"You are smarter than this, Lan-gongzi." 


..."' Lan Wangji narrowed his eyes. 


"For every moment we wait, the poison further damages his blood vessels and organs. If you want 
Wei Wuxian to live past tonight, throw your sword aside and follow me. I will not tolerate being 
threatened inside my own home." 


It was all she said before turning and walking away. 


Slowly—as Wei Ying was laid down on the bed, his face cleaned and body punctured with needles 
—Lan Wangji began to calm down. With much attention and care, Lan Wangyji began undoing the 
knots around Wei Ying's wrists, hearing the argument from the other side of the door. 


"Have you lost your mind?!" 
"Jiejie... I'm..." 
"So now you remember I'm your sister?!" 


It turns out that Wen Qing—also known as the best doctor of her generation, who Lan Wangji had 
only ever seen accompanying Wen Ruohan to banquets and discussion conferences—only ever 
accepted having blood in her hands if it meant saving a person. He had been assured that she would 
not turn them in. 


But it did not mean she was happy about it. After she was done yelling at her brother about all the 
risks and dangers he had just put everyone in this room through, she returned, a bowl of medicine 
in hand. 


"Help me give this to him, Hanguang-jun. Slowly, or he will choke." 


This was not the antidote, not yet, but it would help stabilize his condition while she figured out 
how to concoct one. 


"He said three hours?!" she exclaimed in disbelief, "That's ridiculous. In three hours he would have 
been a cold, bloodied corpse. What an idiot." 


She then asked Lan Wangji if they also forced him to ingest anything. Lan Wangji answered 
accordingly, describing his symptoms as he slowly remembered the things he'd done that night, 
pausing when he needed to. Wen Qing listened patiently, letting him speak at his own pace. When 
Lan Wangji mentioned taking the double dose of aphrodisiac, her eyes widened, but she remained 
silent until he was finished. In the end, Wen Qing only sighed, shaking her head 


"Wen Xu... and he was supposed to be the smart one of the brothers." 
Lan Wangji felt the ghost of amusement in his huffed breath. 
"Is there anything I should worry about?" he asked. 


"No. As you can tell, the aphrodisiac wears out on its own. Doubling the dose was dangerous, and 
you might experience some light, temporary brain fog at random times, but your cultivation will 
keep you from any significant sequelae. If I had known, I..." 


Wen Qing paused, arms crossed as she looked briefly from the man on the bed to the man in front 
of her, "I would have made it myself. The effects wouldn't have been so... destructive, even if taken 
twice." 


Lan Wangji said nothing, only fiddling with the bloodstained ribbon in his hands. 

"A-Jie, I'm lowering the flame now" Wen Ning called from the other chamber. 

Wen Qing was ready to stand back up when sudden, loud knocks on the front door startled them all. 
"Lady Wen!!! Lady Wen!!!! It's Wen da-gongzi!!! He—He's—!!!" 


The two exchanged a glance, before she stood up and marched to the main chamber, closing the 
side chamber's doors on the way. 


"What is it? Look at the time! What has he gotten himself into this time?!" 


"He—he—he!! He was attacked! Concubine Lan and that... that Wei-dog! They tried to kill our da- 
gongzi!!!!" 


A pause, then she replied, "Very well. I will be heading to the medical pavilion, thank you." 
Then she shut the door. 


Marching back into the side chamber, she grabbed a bag and some of her tools, not raising his eyes, 
"A-Ning, keep an eye on the fire, don't let the mixture boil. Hanguang-jun, give him another bowl 
of medicine every two hours. It should keep him alive until tomorrow. He will need a bath, and so 
will you. I will not be back tonight, so remain inside the side chamber only. Our servants can 
provide you with anything you need. Do not be afraid to ask." 


With that, as fast as she came back, Wen Qing was gone again. 


For a few minutes, there was only silence. Then, quiet footsteps approached Lan Wangji from 
behind, and Wen Qionglin sat on the other stool beside the bed. With a small box in hand, he began 


removing the acupuncture needles from Wei Ying's chest. 
He was in no rush, his movements certain, but gentle. In that quietness, neither of them said a word. 


He took Wei Ying's wrist in hand, measuring his pulse once again. After a few seconds, a slight 
frown grew on the young man's face. 


Lan Wangji's heart tightened. With his voice quiet, he asked, "...Will he wake up?" 


"I don't know," he answered honestly, "but... jiejie said he's stable for now. I am sorry, Lan-gongzi... 
I-I wish there was more I could do." 


Lan Wangji shook his head lightly, "I am the one who is sorry." 
"Ah?" 
"For threatening you earlier, I am sorry." 


Wen Qionglin's eyes widened, "N-No! It's fine, it's fine, Lan-gongzi... you, you didn't know if you 
could trust me yet. I don't blame you!" 


Lan Wangji looked at him for a while more, then returned his gaze to Wei Ying on the bed. After a 
bit, he asked, 


"How did you know?" 

"Uh?" Wen Ning startled. 

"That Wei Ying would be there. You came prepared." 
"That... ah..." 


He looked down at his own hands, fingers fiddling with each other, "I... I wasn't actually sure, but... 
one of my cousins, I think you saw him. He would always visit Wei-gongzi in that place and come 
back with things to say about it. Then last week, he... he told me that Wen Xu invited him for 
something, and he would finally get to see Wei-gongzi, um... 'get what he deserves', or something 
like that." 


Lan Wangji sighed, closing his eyes. 


"He then teased me, asking if I wanted to come along to see it. But he didn't say when or where it 
would happen so I don't... I don't think he meant it. B-But last night, when Wen Xu asked jiejie to 
make him a strong aphrodisiac, I... I thought it might have been it. She told him to get lost and not 
waste her time, so I only had to ask around to learn where it would happen, and then... I... i 


He paused, lifting his eyes, "At least, it—it wasn't what I thought it would be, that's good... but I 
also didn't know you would be there, Lan-gongzi. If I did, I—I would have arranged everything a 
little better..." 

Lan Wangji's chest felt tight, but he only shook his head lightly, "You did well." 


"Oh... Mn," Wen Ning smiled shyly, dropping his gaze to his own hands once again. 


"I wasn't really sure how to help him," he confessed, "which is why I... I only parked outside and 
waited. Wei-gongzi always seemed so smart. I thought, if he found some way to escape, at least he 
would have someone to help him." 


Escape..? 
Maybe he would have... if Lan Wangji wasn't there as well. 


"You've burdened yourself, and are now in danger of heavy punishment for treason. If there is a 
way I can return the favor..." 


"No nonono!! I... I only intended to return Wei-gongzi's kindness in the first place—!" he 
immediately shook his hands, "I only thought that... that my family was being unkind, and Wei- 
gongzi had done nothing to deserve it. If he—if he risked losing face just to help me back then, it's 
only fair that I should... when my family... um," 


He went quiet, the atmosphere suddenly heavy. 


Over twenty guests, most of them Wens, killed by Lan Wangji's hand. Even more if you count the 
innocent blood. 


Deserving or not, they were still Wen Qionglin's family. 


"L-Let's not speak of debts or grudges, Lan-gongzi. If it were me... If it were to save someone else, 
I wish I had the bravery to do the same. He is your friend, after all, so I could never blame you..." 


..."' Lan Wangji nodded lightly, and said nothing else, both of them falling into comfortable silence 
once again. 


After a few minutes, Wen Qionglin looked in the direction of the other room, then back at Lan 
Wangji, "The water should be finished heating up. Lan-gongzi, would you like to bathe?" 


...He desperately needed to. 


Both in Gusu and in Qishan, Lan Wangji had gotten used to a certain level of cleanliness. He hadn't 
cared about it when Wei Ying's life was on the line, but now that everything was calmer, the blood 
on his skin, as well the sweat and... other substances had dried and grown distressingly 
uncomfortable. It only took the slightest movement to remind him how badly he needed to scrub all 
this off. 


Still, he did not show it, only looking at Wei Ying, "He should be cleaned first." 
"Wei-gongzi? I-It's okay, Lan-gongzi, I can try and clean him a bit later, you should—" 
"I will do it." he stated, standing up to fetch the bathwater. 


Much of Wei Ying's condition was Lan Wangji's own fault, after all. He did not have the face to 
allow Wen Qionglin to clean up after him... or at least, that's what he told himself. 


In reality, even after the aphrodisiac had significantly subsided, Lan Wangji could not help the 
burning anger and possessiveness consuming him at the thought of letting another man's hands 
touch him. A Wen's hands. It was an irrational feeling, of course. Wen Qionglin's touch was only 
ever clinical. Despite his suspicions, the boy had given him no reason yet to doubt his intentions. 


Lan Wangji was mortifyingly aware of it, and still... He could not allow it. Wei Ying has had more 
than enough unwanted hands on him already. 


Lan Wangji's included. 


The tub was decently sized, enough for a person to bathe with ample space to move. Lan Wangji 
filled it up, then checked its temperature with his hand, the water warm and steaming. 


He then returned to the bedroom, where Wen Qionglin was diligently checking Wei Ying's 
condition once again, seeing if it would be safe to move him. Seemingly satisfied, he turned to Lan 
Wangji with a small smile, "Lan-gongzi, if you need me, I'll be right in the other chamber, okay?" 


Lan Wangji nodded, thanking him once again before he left the room, closing the door behind him. 
Once more, it was just the two of them. 


Although the Wen siblings hadn't yet been able to give him the antidote, Wei Ying's face had 
already regained some color, and his breathing wasn't as deathly silent. Now, instead of a dead man 
in waiting, it almost looked as if he was sleeping, even if sickly so. Wen Qing was truly deserving 
of her title. 


Lan Wangji sat on the edge of the bed, gazing silently at the man resting on it. His duty was now 
simple; all he needed to do was remove Wei Ying's clothes, then carry him to the bathtub. Some of 
his chest was already exposed, cleaned quickly to open space for Wen Qing's needles, but once Lan 
Wangji began to disrobe him, his hands paused. 


On his skin was the evidence of Lan Wangji's actions against him. 


Teeth marks and red-purple bruises spread throughout his upper chest. In a particularly bad one, 
right on the juncture of his neck, the dents were so deep they'd broken skin, blood still leaking from 
the wounded flesh. 


His memories were slow to return, but each new piece of information was like a slap in the face to 
all those years of practiced self-restraint. He couldn't help but wonder how often, in these past four 
years, had someone else made Wei Ying end up just like this? How similar had Lan Wangji's 
brutality been to those who went out of their way to bring him pain? 


It wasn't hard to imagine. Looking past the bruises on his skin, one could easily see the scarred 
markings left behind long ago. 


The most glaring one was the Wen clan's brand sitting mockingly on his chest. The fateful irony of 
it filled Lan Wangji's throat with bile, knowing well the satisfaction it would bring any Wen 
disciple who saw it. As Lan Wangji continued to disrobe him, more and more scars became visible 
to him. Some small and easy to miss, others big and showing clear signs of past infection. Lan 
Wangji recognized what could have been a flame talisman ignited against his bare waist, and all 
throughout his body he would find the signs of knife cuts, rope burns, whip marks, burning iron, 
and even teeth—both human and beast. His hands and feet all had some nails missing, and one 


could see where some bones on his fingers had been broken and healed incorrectly. Even his thigh 
had a spot where a piece of flesh was missing, likely having been cut or bitten off. 


It was sickening to look at, and even more to imagine how they came to be. Had Wei Ying been 
forced to heal these all by himself? How often had he battled infection on his own, likely saved 
only by sheer stubbornness or the medicine of a client who did not wish to lose their plaything just 
yet? How much would these wounds still hurt, even after scarring? How much even basic things 
such as walking and kneeling would plague him with chronic pain, all because he was not able to 
treat them properly? 


He thought of Wei Ying sitting on the dirty floor of his room, with nothing but a basin of cold water 
and old, torn up rags, bandaging and stitching his own bleeding wounds just to have them reopened 
by the next client who walked in. They would yell and beat him for staining their clothes before 
adding their own signature to the bloody gallery, coming back the next week to admire their 
masterpiece. 


At this, Lan Wangji's eyes traveled to Wei Ying's wrists, gashed open from struggling against his 
forehead ribbon. 


...Would it leave a scar as well? 


His most intimate possession, now marked as a sign of hurt and restraint against the one person he 
ever meant to let hold it. 


Lan Wangji sighed shakily, unwrapping what was left of Wei Ying's robes, then scooped him up 
gently. Carrying him to the tub behind the screen, he slowly lowered him into the steaming water, 
barely disturbing it. 


Lan Wangji pushed up his sleeves and, with a towel, began to lightly scrub the dried blood off his 
shoulders. It was difficult, to say the least, as his touch was extremely gentle. He did not wish to 
apply too much strength, unconsciously afraid of causing even more harm to Wei Wuxian's body. 
Slowly, he wiped the dirt off his skin, consequently revealing more of its expanse. 


While moving to his back, Lan Wangji's hands slowed down. If the frontside of Wei Ying's body 
held more marks than Lan Wangji was prepared to see, then his back was where the reality of his 
everyday life became even clearer; his skin was so thoroughly blemished, it was almost 
disorienting. Due to the vulnerability of the area and how difficult it'd be to treat its wounds on 
your own, the state of the scars was significantly worse. 


They'd said they beat and punished Wei Ying for his arrogant behavior and smug demeanor, yet 
even when his back was turned and curled, no mercy was shown. Layer upon layers of damaged 
skin and muscle formed thick scar tissue. Lashes, burns and cuts, all battling for space in the pale 
canvas of his body. Looking closely, Lan Wangji could even spot what seemed to be a loose radical 
written between his shoulder blades with the sharp tip of a knife, but whatever name had been 
written was now illegible as the rest of it had been burned away with hot iron. He wondered if 
someone else had done it, or if it'd been Wei Ying himself. 


Exhausted by such thoughts, Lan Wangji shook his head. It was none of his business to speculate 
on Wei Ying's past. All that mattered was that it was over now. No one would hurt him again. As 
such, Lan Wangji continued to work, and as his eyes caught sight of more scars, he chose to simply 
wipe over them, without thinking of their origin. 


Securing Wei Ying's head with one hand, he held his breath, moving to clean the fresh bite wound 
on his neck, which still had dark blood seeping from it. Although his touch was as gentle as it could 
be, some of the blood was far too difficult to remove, and Lan Wangji was forced to apply more 
strength than he'd planned, not seeing how Wei Ying's brows had twitched slightly in response. 
Then, moving Wei Ying's head to rest lightly against the tub and waiting a bit to ensure it stayed, 
Lan Wangji shifted to the side to clean his arms. Thankfully, there were no new wounds or 
lacerations that he needed to worry about, but that did not stop him from being surprised at the state 
of them. 


Blades, whips, spells... they all marked and scarred each time Wei Ying had used his arms to shield 
himself from them. 


Finally, he reached his wrists, and Lan Wangji paused. 


If Wei Ying were awake, this part would certainly hurt. Even knowing he was long unconscious, 
Lan Wangji couldn't help but hesitate, afraid to inflict even more pain than he already had. 


No. In the end, this wasn't about him. Taking a deep breath, Lan Wangji pushed aside the heaviness 
in his heart and, as light as a feather, touched the soft fabric against the open wounds. 


It took several light pats and gentle rubs, softened slowly by the warm water, for the dried and 
crunched out blood to finally begin to ease. Some gashes were even deeper than he'd thought, 
exposing the dark red flesh underneath. When Lan Wangji touched them again, Wei Ying's fingers 
twitched weakly. 


Nike 
Lan Wangji paused. Holding his breath, he waited for another reaction. 


"...Wei Ying?" he whispered, quietly, as if both afraid to wake him and desperate to see him open 
his eyes. 


But there was nothing. 
Lan Wangji swallowed his heartache and continued cleaning his wounds, moving to the other arm. 


It was much the same, although this bind must have had one particularly strong knot repeatedly 
pushing against it, slicing an even deeper gash into his flesh. Lan Wangji wiped it gently, with 
devoted patience. Once he'd finished, sat motionless for a while, thinking of what to do next. 


There was... something else that needed his attention, but the mere thought of it made his ears burn 
in shame, filling his heart with dread. He lifted his eyes and noticed that Wei Ying's hair was 
terribly tangled, matted with dry blood. 


...Maybe he could focus on it, before moving on to the more delicate parts? 


Lan Wangji stood up again to look for a comb he could borrow, and only too late realized there had 
been something weakly, almost unnoticeably, grasping on one of his sleeves. Glancing back, all he 
saw was one of Wei Ying's hands, with two fingers lightly returning from a pinch-like shape, then 
becoming limp again. His heart skipped a beat, and Lan Wangji returned to his side immediately, 
calling his name again and again, but Wei Ying was still unresponsive. 


He kept wondering what could be happening, if Wei Ying was truly unconscious, or still held some 
awareness somehow? Lan Wangji had never been one to do so himself, but he'd once heard that 
children would sometimes grab and hold things around them in their sleep. That habit might even 
follow them into adulthood. 


Then could he be... even at this state...? 


It was nearly unnoticeable, but looking closely, Wei Ying's fingers truly seemed to be twitching 
lightly, trying to grasp Lan Wangji's lapels, yet having no strength to do so. 


He was soundly, deeply asleep, yet still afraid of being left alone. 
Lan Wangji held his breath, then let it out slowly, closing his hands around Wei Ying's own. 
He needed his help. Lan Wangji had no right to ignore it for his own comfort. 


He stood back up, adjusting his sleeves once again, and thought of what would be the best way to 
do it. His arms were not long enough to reach the deep end tub without making a mess and soaking 
his entire torso. He could try holding Wei Ying up, but his body was fragile and sore, and he 
couldn't leave his head hanging without any support. 


He analyzed the size of the tub, and realized the answer was much more simple. Even if it were to 
be a bit of a tight squeeze, simply getting inside the tub with Wei Ying would be much easier and 
safer for both of them. Thinking that, Lan Wangji began to disrobe, but paused minutely, then 
proceeded to only remove his outer layer. 


It was not ideal, but at least his under robes were still mostly clean, and Lan Wangji had guessed 
they would've needed a change of water anyhow. Carefully, he stepped inside the tub, trying to 
disturb both Wei Ying and the water as little as possible. Although it was larger than average, it was 
certainly not made to fit two adult men, but Lan Wangji still made it work. 


As gently as he could, Lan Wangji pulled him closer, leaning his head against his shoulder. Even at 
this distance, Wei Ying's breathing was still too quiet, and Lan Wangji's inability to feel Wei Ying's 
spiritual energy or the faint beat of his heart gradually filled him with despair, so he occupied 
himself by continuing to clean his body, inadvertently noticing not only the deep gaps between Wei 
Ying's spine and ribs, but how tangibly his bones protruded from beneath the scarred skin. 


It made the heavy stone inside Lan Wangji's stomach sink deeper. Wei Ying had always had a 
physique to cause envy, even when he was just an infuriating boy sneaking into the Cloud Recesses' 
cold springs. Inside that Xuanwu cave, Wei Wuxian had also bothered little to keep all his clothes 
on, and Lan Wangji—through accidental glances—saw how his body had changed and matured 
since their teenage years. Wei Ying was healthy, athletic, with strong arms and wide shoulders 
fitting of someone who'd spent his youth swimming in Yunmeng's lakes and basking under its sun. 


Yet, the body now in his arms was anything but. 


It'd been starved for too long, beaten too many times, forced to turn inward and consume itself, 
fighting to stay alive through any source it may find. Even tonight, after witnessing Wei Ying's 
strength and tenacity while withstanding the worst treatment Lan Wangji's blinded desire could 
bring him, he couldn't help but think of how small and fragile Wei Ying felt in his hold, as if it'd 
only take one wrong move for Lan Wangji to finally break him into pieces. 


Finished wiping down his torso, Lan Wangji watched him for a little bit. Wei Ying's hands had 
begun weakly grabbing at his robes once again, although barely succeeding. Other than that, he 
made no movement or sound, only breathing quietly against his neck. Dread sank in Lan Wangji's 
chest at the thought of disturbing him for what was next. 


If cleaning his wrists had made Wei Ying react to pain even in his sleep—still feeling the sting, 
even when his body had no strength left—there was no telling how much worse this would now be. 
Lan Wangji instinctively held him closer, then, scooping up those wounded wrists, he placed them 
around his own shoulders, hoping to keep them out of the water. 


Finally, with his fingers, he reached downwards, searching for Wei Ying's entrance while trying to 
keep his touch as clinical as possible. 


It wasn't difficult. Just a few hours ago, the mere thought of sharing a bath with Wei Ying with only 
one layer of clothes between their bodies would have easily made Lan Wangji fluster, but now, all 
he felt was heaviness and exhaustion. It felt wrong enough to even touch him after what he's done, 
and even though his blood still held remnants of the aphrodisiac, he could feel no arousal from the 
situation. 


Lan Wangji just wanted to finish this soon, and let Wei Ying rest. 


Once his fingers touched the rim, he paused, then gently patted around to evaluate its state. The 
skin was overly warm and puffed out. He could feel the texture of both dried and fresh blood, as 
well as something else clinging to it. Lan Wangji tried applying a little bit more pressure, but Wei 
Ying's breath suddenly hitched. 


It was extremely quiet, in a way that if they weren't so close, Lan Wangji might not have heard it, 
but it still made him hesitate. With his free hand, Lan Wangji tried to soothe him, stroking his back 
gently for a few seconds before he continued. Lightly, Lan Wangji touched the area again, slowly 
rubbing it as he cleaned the worst of what was stuck to it. Then, with one finger, he gradually 
pressed against the wounded entrance, massaging until it opened up just enough for the tip of his 
finger to come in. 


This time, Wei Ying visibly winced. 
"I'm sorry..." Lan Wangji whispered brokenly, stroking his back until he relaxed again. 


They continued so, Lan Wangji patiently comforting Wei Ying as his finger went deeper, cleaning 
away the blood and spend that had built up and accumulated inside of him. It was tangible how 
wounded and scarred his inside was, and not just from tonight. He was slowly making his way to 
the deepest point his finger could reach, close to where Lan Wangji had repeatedly struck tonight, 
and even now, it was still bleeding. 


It's almost over now, he thought. The hand stroking Wei Ying's back raised to adjust his head, 
resting it more securely on Lan Wangji's shoulder. Then, taking a deep breath, he slowly drove his 
finger deeper. 


Wei Ying winced violently, a soft cry escaping his lips. Lan Wangji wanted to immediately 
withdraw, but there was no arguing the terrible state that spot was in. He could feel with his finger 
how the wounded walls were bleeding and inflamed, worsened by the significant amount of spend 
still stuck inside. If Lan Wangyji were to stop now, it would only hurt more to try and clean it 
afterwards. 


"I'm sorry," he whispered again, stroking his hair gently as the other hand sought to clean him the 
best it could without hurting, "Wei Ying, just a little more..." 


But Wei Ying had buried his face in his neck, breath hitching everytime he rubbed against the raw 
lesions. Lan Wangji couldn't take it much longer himself, closing his eyes and diligently massaging 
his inside. Every quiet whimper, every painful hitch of Wei Ying's breath, every weak and 
involuntary wince of his tired muscles—they were like needles puncturing Lan Wangji's chest, 
gnawing and twisting until they'd made him bleed just as much as he'd done to Wei Ying tonight. 


He kept whispering to him, reassuring him that it'd be over soon, that he was doing well, but words 
had never been Lan Wangji's strength. Not knowing how else to comfort him, Lan Wangji brought 
his hand down to stroke his back again, sending a warm, gentle wave of spiritual energy to that 
tattered body in his hold. 


He knew it wouldn't help much. Wei Ying had no core to contain that energy for his healing. It was 
all going to waste. 


But, if it could soothe his pain... even if a little bit... that would be enough. 


Wei Ying's reactions subsided a little, and that was the only way Lan Wangji was able to continue 
cleaning him. Once he'd felt that he removed as much of the excess blood and spend as he could, he 
carefully removed his finger, immediately raising that arm to wrap around Wei Ying's body as well. 


"It's over now, Wei Ying... it's over," he muttered quietly, patting his hair and stroking his back, Lan 
Wangji held him close, still sending that soothing wave of spiritual energy to his trembling body, "It 
won't hurt anymore. You did very well." 


He held and soothed him until Wei Ying was no longer trembling, then kept holding him for a long 
time after, stroking his back and passing him spiritual energy until he could once again feel the 
slow, faint rise and fall of Wei Ying's chest. 


Then, almost timidly, Lan Wangji lowered his head, burying his face into Wei Ying's hair. 


Keeping his own breathing quiet, Lan Wangji closed his eyes, and only listened. Sometimes, 
although weakly, he could almost feel the beat of Wei Ying's heart against his own chest. 


He knew this peace wouldn't last long, he knew Wei Ying was still not safe... the poison was still 
inside his body, its potency subsided, but still able to kill a body as weakened as his. He knew that 
the entire Qishan Wen clan was out searching for them, seeking revenge and punishment upon them 
both. What would be of their lives after sunrise was still unknown. Lan Wangji didn’t even know if 
Wei Ying would still be alive by then. 


There was yet no plan, and no safe haven in sight. If even a single superior demands a search into 
Wen Qing's quarters—for both them and the Wen siblings—death would be a mercy. 


It terrified him... For the first time in many years, Lan Wangji did not know what to do next. 


But... just for now. For this single, quiet moment in time, he could comfort himself to the sound of 
Wei Ying's heart and breathing. Even if it all ended tomorrow, for now, Wei Ying was still warm 
and alive, with no one who could hurt him. There was no Wen Xu, there was no Wen Clan, there 
was no uncertain future or lack of hope. Lan Wangji buried his face deeper into Wei Ying's neck, 
unable to stop himself from embracing him tighter. 


Wei Ying was alive. Lan Wangji was free... This is all they had to hold on to. 


He never wanted to let go. 


Eventually, Lan Wangji was able to pull himself together again. He removed Wei Ying from the 
tub, wrapping him in a towel and laying him on the bed, which still had unchanged sheets. Then, he 
asked Wen Qionglin for a comb and a healing balm he could use, patiently waiting by Wei Ying's 
side as more bathwater heated up in the other room. 


His worry ended up not being particularly necessary. Wei Ying kept sleeping silently, not moving at 
all ever since he'd finished cleaning him, and Lan Wangji accepted that, perhaps, Wei Ying was not 
the only one afraid of being alone at this time. 


Once the water was finished, he changed it from the reddened and grimey one in the tub, filling it 
again with a new batch, clear and steaming. Gently, he placed Wei Ying back in the water and 
scrubbed him a second time, the soft scent of soap replacing that of blood, calming his nerves. 
Feeling more relaxed, Lan Wangji picked up that comb and began patiently brushing out every knot 
in Wei Ying's hair, from the ends to the root, until it turned once again into the silky, black strands 
he remembered. 


Someone—Wen Qionglin, or perhaps a servant—came in and out of the room a few times during 
the process, likely to change the bedsheets, but Lan Wangji could not see them from behind the 
screen. Only when he was satisfied with Wei Ying's condition did Lan Wangji pick him up again, 
pat him dry and dressed him in clean under robes, laying him down on the now clean bed. 


His brows twitched a bit when Lan Wangji applied the healing balm to his open wounds, but no 
sound left his lips. Lan Wangji tucked him in, reassuring himself over and over that Wei Ying was 
sleeping safely and in a comfortable position, then, and only then, he disrobed and got back inside 
the water to bathe himself. 


Rising with the warmth and steam, exhaustion crept in slowly through his bones. 


Lan Wangji still managed to pull through. He did not stay in the tub any longer than necessary, 
stepping out, throwing away the water, and cleaning up the mess they had made on the floor. If it 
hadn't been for Wen Qionglin kindly bringing him a baozi and some soup, Lan Wangji would have 
completely forgotten to eat. 


After one last check up on Wei Ying, Lan Wangji finally laid down on the bedroll on the floor next 
to him, falling asleep as soon as he closed his eyes. 


Mao hour came faster than expected. 


Although heavy with exhaustion, Lan Wangji opened his eyes. Wei Ying was still lying in the same 
position as he had left him a few hours ago, only his head had slightly tilted to the side, with dark, 
dried out trails of blood coming from his eyes and nostrils. 


Lan Wangji wasn't too startled, aware that his condition was only stable, but not improving. He 
took his wrist to access his pulse, then left to fetch a basin of water. 


"Ah, good morning, gongzi." A middle-aged woman, one of the high-ranking servants, greeted him 
with a bow, "It is not safe for you to stray far from the side-chamber, may I assist you with 
anything?" 


"...Water." he said, a bit hesitant, "A basin, if possible." 


She nodded, leaving and returning a while later with a basin of warm water and a clean towel, 
handing it politely with both hands, "Here it is, gongzi." 


"Thank you," he replied, but paused thoughtfully, "How is the state of affairs at the Sun Palace?" 


"Oh... um, to be honest, gongzi... in utter chaos. Thankfully, no one has come to search in our 
Lady's quarters yet. We are very lucky that our Lady's loyalty has never been questioned by the 
Clan Leader!" 


Lan Wangji thought for a little more, he did not know how, nor if he should ask what was in his 
mind, but the woman seemed to sense his unease, and chose her words carefully as well, "Our Lady 
Wen Qing... she has done all of us great favors in the past, gongzi. It may not be right, but we are 
loyal to our Lady before we are loyal to our Clan Leader. If... If we must stay quiet, we will do so. 
Our lips are sealed! Besides..." 


The woman paused for a moment, bowing her head lower, "Even if we do not have all the details to 
what happened last night, Lady Wen would not risk herself and her servants to this degree if she did 
not believe you to be good people... If that is our Lady's belief, then we shall follow it 
wholeheartedly." 


Relieved, Lan Wangji bowed his head as well, thanking her once again before returning to the side 
chamber. 


Adjusting Wei Ying's head on the pillow, Lan Wangji began gently patting his face with the damp 
towel, cleaning away the blood. Although sleeping deeply, Wei Ying must have noticed his 
presence, because the hand that had been vainly grasping at the blanket began twitching lightly, as 
if searching for something else. 


Lan Wangji observed it for a while, then setting the basin securely on the bed, he held Wei Ying's 
hand. 


That seemed to comfort him enough, although his eyelids would still twitch a little when wiping 
certain parts of his face and near his neck. Lan Wangji paused, analyzing it curiously. 


...Was Wei Ying ticklish? 
He lightly wiped under his chin again, and to his surprise, Wei Ying's nose twitched like a bunny's. 


Lan Wangji huffed a breath, and although Wei Ying's condition was still far from good, it helped to 
make his heart feel a bit lighter. Lan Wangji did not tease him further, continuing to wipe the blood 
off from under his nose, which was still leaking a little. Lan Wangji was so concentrated that his 
eyes did not stray at all until the bleeding had stopped, and he finally glanced back at Wei Ying's 
eyes once again. 


They were slightly open. 


Lan Wangji felt his heart almost jump out of his mouth. It had only happened for one moment— 
semi-opened, unfocused, glassy—but it had! 


Wen Qionglin, however, didn't seem too surprised when Lan Wangji told him about it. 


"It's... it's not uncommon, but it can be a good sign!" he'd said with a sympathetic smile while 
checking Wei Ying's pulse. 


Lan Wangji was only slightly disappointed, guessing that the last statement was less accurate than it 
was comforting to him. With nothing much to do now other than wait, he occupied himself with 
changing Wei Ying's bandages and reapplying some balm to his wounds. 


The gashes on his wrists and the bite on his neck were still quite bad, but thankfully, his entrance 
had only bled a little bit. Lan Wangji cleaned all the wounds and reapplied the balm accordingly, 
keeping his eyes peeled for another reaction, but this time, Wei Ying gave none. 


So, Lan Wangji ate, then sat down to meditate. 


Wen Qing returned two hours later. 


Lan Wangji had changed into innocuous, light-colored commoner robes the servant woman had 
provided him. He also chose to braid his hair back, and—for the sake of safety—not wear his 
ribbon yet, keeping it safely tucked into his pocket. 


"Hanguang-jun," Wen Qing greeted him, exhaustion burdening her face. 


Lan Wangji greeted her back. Wen Qing did not waste time, going towards the small pot still 
simmering with medicine. She analyzed it for a bit, then said, "It should be ready now. How is Wei 
Wuxian?" 


"He is well. Some minimal bleeding during the night." 

"Good." she nodded. 

Wen Qionglin approached her carefully, helping her change out of her bloodied outer robes and 
putting away her bag. Hesitantly, he asked, as if afraid regardless of the answer, "A-Jie, is cousin 


Xu...?" 


"He's alive. The hairpin missed an artery by one third of an inch. With me treating him, of course 
he will be fine." 


"Ah... hm. I see." 
Lan Wangji said nothing, and thought nothing of it. 


Wen Qing then retrieved a bamboo scroll from her robes, handing it to Lan Wangji, "On my way 
out I picked this up from the medical pavilion. I wanted to confirm something." 


"What is it?" Lan Wangji asked. 
"It's about the poison in Wei Wuxian's body, and what step to take next." 


Lan Wangji's eyes widened almost imperceptibly. Patiently, he opened up the scroll, skimming 
through its contents. 


"You must have realized by now, Lan-gongzi, but Wen Xu never meant for Wei Wuxian to take an 
antidote. That is because there is none. This poison in particular is used for assassinations, Wen 
Ruohan once dispatched of a minor Clan Leader this way back in the early days of the war." 


Lan Wangji closed the scroll again, listening to her attentively. 


"You'd slip it into someone's drink, and the first effects may take from thirty minutes to one hour to 
appear. By then, the target would have consumed multiple other drinks and foods, and wouldn't 
know which one was poisoned. The assassin, too, would be already far away. I don't know why in 
Heaven's name Wen Xu would choose this poison for last night's purpose! Even if he did carry an 
antidote, the effects would cause so much bleeding it'd be an unpleasant sight for anybody to 
watch, but to each their own, I suppose." she sighed, shaking her head, "In any case, that is why I 
am consulting with you, Lan-gongzi... if you'd still like to do this." 


" on 


"Right now he is stable. We may continue to feed him the medicine we have been giving him, 
keeping him in this condition while his body clears away the poison on its own, or... we give him 
the antidote, purging it all at once." 


"..Which one is the safest for him?" 


"Neither," she sat down on a nearby chair, brushing away the tiredness in her eyes, "which is why I 
am asking you, since I cannot ask him as of now. You are the closest person to him that I have." 


Lan Wangji's breath paused, then he asked stiffly, "Which are the risks?" 


"With the current medicine, it might take days, if not weeks for him to wake up. A cultivator, or 
even a regular healthy person might be able to survive it, but Wei Wuxian is neither. His organs are 
also damaged, and clearing away the poison on their own would risk them further," she said, 
pausing minutely, "Even if he wakes up—which is a great gamble—his lifespan will be affected. I 
cannot give you a prediction, Hanguang-jun, but I'm certain his life will be neither long nor pain- 
free." 


Lan Wangji was almost frozen. He could not imagine how the other option could be worse than 
this. 


"The antidote, however," she continued, "fixes the two previous points. Once he takes it, the poison 
should be out of his system in a few hours, ensuring it can no longer damage his body. If he 
survives it, Wei Wuxian should live a relatively normal life." 


His voice trembled, "If?" 


"Yes," Wen Qing nodded with a sigh, "Wei Wuxian may be strong to have survived up to this point, 
but these years have taken their toll on him. To purge the poison, the bleeding and pain will be 


significantly worse than the poison's own effects. Hanguang-jun, he may die overnight." 


A chilling silence sat between them as Wen Qing frowned, seemingly choosing her words carefully, 
"You sensed it as well, didn't you? An excess of yin energy in his body?" 


Lan Wangji's mind was reminded of a long whistle, and a young girl's corpse suddenly coming 
alive, ferocious to its command. 


He said nothing. 


"I can't imagine what may be causing it, but the ingredients we are using could potentially conflict 
with it, and make matters worse." 


"Would it help to transfer him spiritual energy during the process?" Lan Wangji suggested. 
"Mn. That would be preferable." 


It would not do much for Wei Ying, not without a core, but it could soothe his suffering and balance 
out the excess yin energy, diminishing its unpredictable side-effects. Not only that but, perhaps 
selfishly so, it would also give Lan Wangji something to do, a way to help him directly. 


He couldn't bear the thought of standing around helplessly while Wei Ying was forced into yet 
another world of pain. 


They decided to give him the antidote in the afternoon, once Wen Qing had rested and would be 
better equipped to assist in case something went wrong. To avoid suspicion, Wen Qionglin returned 
to his own quarters, and with not much else to do, Lan Wangji sat down and wrote. 


He wrote to his brother and uncle, apologizing for the trouble that he would surely bring to his 
family now. He wanted to tell them that he was safe, but that he would not be returning home. He 
wanted to ask them to refuse any association with Lan Wangji's crime, and to allow the Wens to 
search extensively, to not let them have a shadow of an excuse about Gusu Lan's loyalty, lest they 
force them to burn down the Cloud Recesses for a second time. 


He wrote many times, and stopped many times. 
In the end, Lan Wangji folded the letter and burned it. 


For as much as he wished to notify his family, it would be far too risky. Although he wasn't entirely 
conscious of his actions back then, and he did not regret most of them, it was undeniable that he 
had now put his entire Clan under extreme danger. His only hope of keeping them safe now would 
be to cut himself off entirely, so as not a single accusation could be made against them. For as 
much as all clans still suffered under Wen law, Gusu Lan had slowly been able to rebuild its 
strength, and had maintained good relationships with Wen Ruohan. There was a chance, if both his 
family and Lan Wangji himself played their cards right, the Cloud Recesses would not have to 
suffer once again. 


One mistake, and Gusu Lan Clan would be charged for treason, their bloodline decimated and 
replaced with a different Wen branch. Silently, he apologized to his brother and uncle. Not too 
many years ago, after the Wens burned down their home, his own brother was forced into a similar 
position, and he hoped they would understand his choice. Once things had settled, Lan Wangji 
would find a way to reach out to them. 


The very same sentiment overwhelmed him as he wondered if he should write to the Yunmeng 
Jiang Clan, notifying them that Wei Ying had been found and alive, but—he glanced at the man 
lying unmoving on the bed. 


It was too soon. 


If Wei Ying was still alive by daybreak tomorrow, they would talk and figure out where to go and 
what to do next. There was a possibility Wei Ying wouldn't want to contact his shidi and shijie for 
the same reason Lan Wangji did not wish to contact his family. That was a decision he couldn't 
make for him. 


But if Wei Ying did not survive, then... Lan Wangji had already made up his mind too. He would 
carry his body to Lotus Pier, and give the news in person, laying him to rest in the place that he 
loved. In the end, he had risked his own life so Lan Wangji could go back home... but Wei Ying 
deserved to have someone lead him back, too. 


"And you are certain, Lan-gongzi?" Wen Qing asked, scooping the antidote into a bowl. She had 
woken up just a few minutes ago, but was already doing all the preparations necessary for this final 
step. "I also agree this is the best option, but once he ingests it, there will be no going back." 


Lan Wangji nodded, a reassurance both to himself and to Wen Qing, "It is what Wei Ying would 
have wanted." 


He could almost hear his voice, casual and nonchalant, smiling easily as he says, "Aiyah Lan Zhan, 
since when do you underestimate me like this, huh? Come on, all or nothing! I can take it!! Let's do 
it! We can't stay hiding here forever, right? It'll be easy, you'll see!" 


Slowly, two full bowls of antidote were poured down Wei Ying's throat. Lan Wangji and the Wen 
siblings waited by his side, as not even Wen Qing herself knew what to expect, but then, after half 
an incense's time... his pillow had already been soaked red, dripping with blood. 


The first sign that something wasn't right were the convulsions. Wei Ying's body began spasming 
violently, not unlike a feral corpse undergoing exorcism. 


"Shit! Hanguang-jun, help me place him on the floor! On his side—on his side, or he'll choke!! A- 
Ning, cushion his head!" 


They happened three more times during the process, but Wen Qing was only present for one of 
them. Wen Xu was waking up, and a servant came knocking on her door, screaming about how he 
needed immediate attention. 


She cursed under her breath, only able to look apologetically at Lan Wangji before leaving. 


Lan Wangji did not blame her, but the thought of Wen Xu being still alive while Wei Ying bled and 
convulsed in pain tasted like bile in his throat. 


Sometimes, Wei Ying would clutch to Lan Wangji like an animal to a tree during a violent flood, 
arms shaking and nails digging deep into his skin. He would cry out, his empty stomach expelling 


blood and bile onto his lap. Other times, Wei Ying would suddenly spring up, biting and scratching, 
trying to crawl away but with strength to do so before clawing at his own skin. Lan Wangji and 
Wen Ning would hold him down, and Wei Ying—eyes wide and unrecognizable—would scream, 
as if being eaten alive. 


He was a dying beast with its guts spread out, searching helplessly for what was killing it. 


There were constant, unending cycles of alertness and coma, but never consciousness. Wei Ying 
did not speak. He did not recognize Lan Wangji, he did not even recognize himself. 


When Wei Ying was asleep, shaking and sobbing, pale-faced and barely breathing, that’s when Lan 
Wangji was able to pass him the most spiritual energy. A constant flow of warmth with nowhere to 
go, only to soothe him, only to, somehow, make him feel as if it could not get any worse. But, even 
when Wei Ying turned violent, Lan Wangji still held him, his arms spasming and teeth baring, 
scratching and biting at this enemy, this predator, who for him could only be waiting for the chance 
to sink his teeth into his throat and tear it to pieces. 


This type of fight, the beast knew well. 


It couldn't hear his apologies, it couldn't hear the quiet mumbles of a name it did not recognize, it 
only fought, and fought, and fought. If it were to die, it would take that thing down with it. 


And Lan Wangji let him. 


Because if he could, Lan Wangyji would take all that pain away. He would bear it for him. He would 
flay open his own back so Wei Ying never had to bleed again. 


So if these fights, if these bites and scratches were any relief to him, even if just to tire him out 
more quickly until he could rest again... then let him. After what Wei Ying endured for his sake, it 
was the least he could do. 


Lan Wangji hadn't allowed Wen Qionglin to approach during these worst moments, only after Wei 
Ying was asleep again, but even then, while bandaging Lan Wangji's wounds and applying balm to 
his scratches, Wen Qionglin noticed that the man had not stopped holding Wei-gongzi's hand and 
passing him spiritual energy, not even for a moment. 


"Lan-gongzi..." Wen Qionglin called, hesitantly, "If... if you'd like me to pass him spiritual energy 
as well, I can do it. It would—It would be bad if you depleted yours." 


Lan Wangji was quiet for a moment, then shook his head lightly, "Conserve your strength. While 
Lady Wen is away, your knowledge is all we have in case Wei Ying's condition worsens." 


Wen Qionglin nodded. It made sense after all, and it filled him with both worry and admiration for 
Lan Wangji. Now more than ever, Wen Ning really, really hoped Wei Wuxian would make it past 
tonight. 


Finally, after seven hours, Wei Ying collapsed for the final time. 
He had entirely exhausted himself, but even then, it was clear how badly the pain still ravaged his 


body, leaving him deathly pale, weak and trembling. Lan Wangji carried him to the bed again, 
covering him with blankets. 


"You may sleep," he told Wen Qionglin, "I will stay with him." 
Wen Ning could barely keep his eyes open, but still stood up, "L-Lan-gongzi, you should also..." 


But Lan Wangji had already taken Wei Wuxian's hand in his, passing him spiritual energy, listless 
to his own weariness. Wen Ning knew there was nothing he could do to convince him otherwise. 


"A-Jie will be so mad," he thought, glancing backwards one last time before closing the door 
behind him. 


Wei Ying trembled. With soft, hissed breaths, and a frown marking his unconscious face, he sobbed 
quietly, as if stuck in a nightmare he had no energy to wake up from. 


His bloodied, cracked lips were moving, whispering something amidst his tears. Listening closely, 
it almost sounded like he was speaking, "....SA...i.." 


Lan Wangji leaned down, but it was difficult to parse. He thought it might have been his own tired, 
hopeful imagination, until— 


Right then, in a soft, sorrowful whisper, Wei Ying cried, like a lost child who could not find his 
way back home, 


"Shi... jie...” 
It was all he asked. 


In the dead of night, sobbing quietly with no mind or strength, it was all Wei Wuxian asked. His 
shijie, in a white dress and carrying a lantern, to come take him away from the pain and cold again, 
to carry him back home. 


It was all Lan Wangji could not give him. 


Maybe this was selfish, maybe it was the last time he could do so before that person stopped 
breathing, but before he knew it, Lan Wangji was lying down next to Wei Ying on the bed. Through 
the blankets, he pulled him close to his chest, one hand laying flat on his back, passing him spiritual 
energy, as the other gently stroked his hair. 


Wei Ying kept sobbing, trembling lightly in his hold. He was so, so cold. Lan Wangji increased the 
spiritual energy flow even further, ignoring his own exhaustion, and Wei Ying calmed down a little, 
but quiet sobs still escaped his lips. 


So, with eyelids heavy and heart aching, Lan Wangji did not think anymore. He let himself sing. 
That very song that brought him back from the dark when Wei Ying hummed in despair. He sang 
until Wei Ying's sobs had quieted down, until his breathing slowed and there were no more 
whispers, and no more sounds could be heard from him. 


Until Lan Wangji felt himself succumbing to exhaustion, too afraid to let go, afraid of what he'd see 
once he next opened his eyes. He did so even after his eyelids could not stay open, and his own 
mind had floated away. He did it until soft morning light began glowing through the chamber's 
window. 


He did it until he could no more. 
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Wei Wuxian woke up, but did not open his eyes. 


It wasn't for a lack of trying, but his eyelids were heavy, the gross weight of crust glued to them 
forcing them closed. Besides... his body felt so warm, almost as if he was being held. 


Maybe he could sleep in for a bit longer... 


The second time he woke up, things were a little blurry, and he no longer felt any warmth. In fact, 
all he could feel was how unbearably sore every inch of his body was. He couldn't move at all. 
Hearing a low, rustling sound, he forced his eyelids open, noticing a far shadow move behind the 
privacy screen. 


Ah, 
So it had been a dream, after all. 


Wei Wuxian had no memory of who this client was, but in his defense, he never did. Still, they did 
a really good job on him. Fuck, his body would be hurting for days now. 


"Better leave a fucking tip," he thought, before falling asleep again. 


By the third time, the awfully bright morning light was shining through the window, rousing him 
from his rest. Wei Wuxian frowned in displeasure, trying to move his body and cover his eyes, just 
to be reminded of the needles puncturing his muscles. At the sound of footsteps approaching 
slowly, then stopping by his bed, Wei Wuxian opened his eyes just a sliver. 


He recognized the familiar flame-embroidered sleeves, and closed his eyes again. 


Of course it was a Wen. Wei Wuxian had seen nobles from all types of branch families, both from 
minor and major clans, but for some reason, the Wens seemed to have the greatest hatred towards 
him. This person must have used some sort of experimental spell on him last night to leave him in 
this state. No wonder the dream he had was so bizarre. 


Well, at least he got to see an old friend again, even if just in his head... 


Thinking this, Wei Wuxian almost wanted to laugh. Poor Lan Zhan... how disgusted would he be if 
he found out the sort of situation his mind put him in? But that again just made him want to laugh 
even more. Lan Zhan? Knowing it? Hahahaha! How?? An upstanding man like Lan Wangji would 
never visit this sort of place, not even by force. Wei Wuxian had once almost had a heart attack 
when he spotted a client next-door wearing the familiar white robe and forehead ribbon, surprised 
that someone of Gusu Lan would be so loathsome as to step foot in this building. Imagine if Lan 
Zhan were to show his face? No, Wei Wuxian would have to find the nearest stick and beat him 
with it! He would most certainly either be possessed, or some impostor! 


How silly... but no. In the end, it's best if Wei Wuxian never sees that pretty, stuffy face of his 
again. 


Strange. 


Wei Wuxian hadn't thought of Lan Wangji in so long, but now his chest hurt, as if he really, really 
missed him. 


At that moment, the Wen person next to his bed raised his hand, taking his wrist into his grasp. Wei 
Wuxian immediately felt his skin crawl in disgust. Unable to even open his eyes, he mumbled, his 
voice hoarse, "Get... get lost," 


The person seemed startled for a moment, before an... oddly sweet voice stuttered, "W...Wei- 
gongzi?!" 


What the hell?! Since when do people call him gongzi? It didn't sound sarcastic either. He repeated, 
"Get lost..!" trying to slap that hand away, but even after using all his strength, he only managed a 
weak wave of his hand. 


"Wei-gongzi! D-Don't move too much, you're still—!" 


"Out!" he forced himself to hiss out. This person seemed oddly skittish. Maybe if he fought back 
enough, they would go away, "Get out!!" 


That was when light, yet hurried footsteps approached rapidly, stopping by his bed in one second, 
and Wei Wuxian felt a wave of anxiety flare up in his chest. One person? That was fine, he could 
force his legs to kick if he had to. But two? In the state he was in?! 


Wei Wuxian could barely open his eyes, but with the sudden rush of adrenaline, he summoned all 
his strength to try and kick the other person away from his bed. Both his head and muscles were 
burning, but he didn't care. He was about to force his foot against the taller figure's chest when— 


"Wei Ying!" 
Wei Wuxian froze immediately. 


The man gently took his (bandaged?) wrists in his hands, and held them there. Wei Wuxian tried to 
blink the blurriness away, squinting through the light and the pain only to find that serious, 
handsome and oh so familiar face, looking at him with a look that Wei Wuxian came to understand 
as "worried". 


"..No," he mumbled, heart sinking, "No... Lan Zhan, you... what are you doing here?" 


Right now, there were only two explanations for this: one, Lan Zhan suddenly got a taste for 
visiting brothels, or two... and this was far more likely... last night had not been a dream, and Lan 
Zhan had wasted his chance of getting away just to help him. 


"Wei Ying, don't fall asleep." 


Against his will, Wei Wuxian's eyelids had closed again, "Why... Why didn't you run away, hm? 
Lan Zhan, you little... ah, you should have been home by now..." 


"Wei-gongzi, c-can you stay awake a bit longer? We—" 


Suddenly reminded of the Wen in the room, Wei Wuxian opened his eyes at once, yelling before he 
knew what he was doing, "Go away!" 


His face was pretty and amicable, but his robes made a vicious anger rise in Wei Wuxian's body. He 
didn't want a Wen anywhere close to him, and he especially didn't want one near Lan Zhan! The 
timid boy froze, and Wei Wuxian immediately turned to Lan Wangji, "Lan Zhan, listen, you— 
whatever it is they said, don't... don't believe them! I'll catch up with you later, okay? But... you— 
you run, you have to go, now!!" 


"Wei... Wei-gongzi, don't push yourself—!" 
"Get lost!! Lan Zhan, you..." 


"Wei Ying," Lan Wangji's deep voice was firm, but kind. He squeezed his hands, trying to get him 
to calm down. It didn't take long, as Wei Wuxian's sight immediately went red with pain and he fell 
back on the bed, his head spinning. 


"Lan—Lan Zhan, don't trust them, please, he... he's gonna..." 


Wei Wuxian never finished the sentence, closing his eyes and waiting for the pounding inside his 
skull to recede. Lan Wangji gently laid two fingers on his forehead, sending a warm wave of warm 
spiritual energy to soothe him. He then spoke, calm and low, "Wei Ying, this is Wen Ning, courtesy 
name Qionglin. You've met him four years ago here in Qishan, during the Wen Clan's archery 
competition. Do you remember?" 


"I don't know any Wen Ning!" he hissed, "He's lying!" 


"Wei-gongzi, y-you saw me shooting before the competition, and... and then—" Wen Qionglin 
stuttered, trying to find the words to remind him of their first meeting, "While cousin Chao was 
calling the competitors, y-y-you... you encouraged me, even after I missed the targets," his lowered 
a bit in embarrassment, "I really made you lose face, but...but you still defended me. You don't 
remember...?" 


Wei Wuxian suddenly went very quiet, for a very long time. 


"Is that it?" he sneered, disdain heavy on his tongue, "You expect me to believe someone of your 
surname would help us because of something as ridiculous as that?" 


Wen Ning's face went pale, his eyes wide, "I-I just..." 


"I spent enough time with your kin to know that no Wen-dog's good will comes without a price. 
Quit the act! What do you want?!" 


Dark eyes shot Wen Ning a cold, deadly glare. Even like this, broken and bedbound, it could make 
one shiver at the mere thought of approaching him. Even Lan Wangji had been frozen for a 
moment. 


In truth, Lan Wangji himself had had similar thoughts earlier. Had it not been for the urgent need to 
save Wei Ying's life, and for the time he spent together with the Wen siblings since then, he too 
would still believe that these people must have ulterior motives. But even if Lan Wangji's 
experiences with most Wens had been far from pleasant, he'd also had the opportunity to see and 
meet a few people outside of the main branch. Guests and visitors who were as good or as sleazy as 
any other person you'd find on the streets. Lan Wangji had his bias, but he was not unreasonable. 


Wei Ying, however... every person that came to meet him in these past years, be it Wen or not, 
could only be the cruelest, most vile members of their clan. Certainly, one or two might have 
treated him kindly at first, but a good person wouldn't set foot in that prison in the first place. 
Regardless of how genteel or innocent they presented themselves, how long did it take them to 
show their true colors? 


Lan Wangji was just about to suggest to Wen Qionglin to give them some space for Wei Ying to 
properly wake up and be explained of what was happening, when the main chamber's door opened 
and closed loudly, startling all of them. 


"Oh, you're alive," Wen Qing pushed the room partition, marching inside, "Good. Listen, Wen Xu 
insists on getting out of bed by tomorrow, so you two need to be out of the city by morning, at 
most." 


Wei Wuxian frowned, eyes squinting, "...and you are?" 
"And speaking too? That's even better. A-Ning, bring him something light to eat." 
"Uh? Oh, yes!" 


Having something to do, Wen Ning seemed reenergized, immediately leaving the room while Wen 
Qing walked towards the bed. Her back was straight, despite the exhaustion clinging to her eyes, 
"How long has he been awake for?" she asked Lan Wangji. 


"Don't ignore me! I asked who are y—?!" Wei Wuxian had been angered, and pushed himself a bit 
too far, a sudden sting hitting his lungs as he coughed up little droplets of blood. 


"Wei Ying—" Lan Wangji instinctively turned him to his side so he cough more easily, sending yet 
another gentle flow of spiritual energy to his back. 


Wei Wuxian noticed it this time, "No—! Lan Zhan, stop, there's no need—cough, cough! You, 
Wen-lady, what is happening? Why are we here?" 


She stood with her arms crossed and an impatient frown. As if guessing that nothing coming from 
her mouth would be believed, she turned to Lan Wangji instead. 


He nodded in response, sighing lightly before saying, "This is Wen Qing," 


Wei Wuxian's eyes widened. He opened his mouth, but Lan Wangji immediately interrupted, "Wei 
Ying, do not push yourself, lie down. We are safe for now, she has helped us by hiding us and 
concocting the poison's antidote." 


Still breathing heavily, Wei Wuxian asked in disbelief, "Why..?" 
"Because A-Ning believes he is indebted to you," she said, "And because our family... well." 


‘Our family's sins are not our own,’ she thought to herself last night, ‘but we still benefit from them, 
in almost every way.' 


'To help when we are able would be...’ 
She sighed, "It's the least we can do." 


Wei Wuxian, however, still seemed unconvinced, but without any strength to argue or fight back, 
all he could do was lie down and place a hand over his eyes, covering them from the bright lights. 


"He woke up shortly before you arrived," Lan Wangji answered her earlier question. 


She nodded, "I see. Wei Wuxian, I am aware you must be confused right now, but I must be 
returning to the medical pavilion soon, and I do not have much time. So, if you may, listen to me 
first. You must take this time to rest and recuperate because you must leave Qishan by early 
morning. I can hide you until then, but I cannot provide a way out. It would be far too suspicious if 
one of my carriages or sedans are seen leaving the city, and I do not need Wen Ruohan's people 
asking me questions." 


Lan Wangji listened attentively, while Wei Wuxian pretended not to. 


"I don't think I need to say what will happen if you get caught, so do not tempt fate. I also would 
not recommend going to either Gusu nor Yunmeng. Wen Ruohan has already dispatched search 
parties to those locations, and to all the roads connected to them. Luckily," she continued, "Wen Xu 
is quite convinced that Wei Wuxian is dead. His efforts will be slightly focused on a party of one, 
or at least one person with a suspiciously large dead weight on his back." 


Wei Wuxian frowned, "Don't they suspect any doctors would have helped us?" 


"Of course they do. Just not me, at least for now." she said, then went silent for a few seconds. 
"There is also the matter of the witness. The only other survivor was a courtesan found unconscious 
at the scene — unharmed. They questioned her, thinking she might have been an accomplice in 
your escape. " 


Guilt weighed heavily in Lan Wangji's chest. He was about to ask the question, but Wei Wuxian 
beat him to it, "...Is she okay now?" 


"Hospitalized, but more important than that, her account was deemed unreliable. This could be 
good for you.” 


"Unreliable how?" Wei Wuxian frowned 


Wen Qing paused minutely, looking fixedly at Wei Wuxian, her eyebrows drawn together, “She 
claimed that...”, another pause, then Wen Qing coughed quietly, clearing her throat, and continued 
to speak, "She claimed that her younger sister's corpse suddenly jumped out to attack Hanguang- 


jun, protecting her. It sounds like a ridiculous excuse, but she seemed to believe wholeheartedly in 
her own words. The other doctors and I ruled it out as shock, so now, as your luck, there are no 
more witnesses to what happened after Wen Xu fainted." 


At the same time, both Lan Wangji and Wei Wuxian held their breaths. Wen Qing watched their 
reactions, but in her eyes, only Wei Wuxian seemed nervous. She was about to ask something else, 
but ultimately decided against it. 


"All I am saying is that you are one step ahead of them. The gates of the main city will close 
tomorrow evening, so don't waste your chance. Once you're out of these chambers, there is nothing 
I can do to help you." 


Lan Wangji nodded, "Thank you, Lady Wen." 


Then, she turned towards the room's partition, and called, "A-Ning, come in. The food will get 
cold." 


A shy little ‘oh!’ came from behind it as the young man peeked out, carrying a tray with some light 
food in it, "I... I didn't want to interrupt. Jiejie, is baozi okay to give to him?" 


"It's seaweed, right? No spices? Then it should be fine, but he must have the soup first and see if his 
stomach can handle it." 


"Mn!" 

Wen Qing then reached out to Wei Wuxian's wrist, but he immediately recoiled. 
"What do you want?" he asked. 

"To check your pulse. You just woke up from a poison-induced coma, or did you not?" 


Her attitude was firm, and despite his own reluctance, Wei Wuxian knew it was probably best to 
just let her do it. Averting his gaze, he let her hold his wrist, checking his pulse through the 
bandages. 


"At what time did his bleeding start receding, Hanguang-jun?" 
"Three in the morning", he answered, without even thinking. Wei Wuxian raised his eyes slowly. 


For the first time since waking up, Wei Wuxian got to have a good look at Lan Wangji. The worn, 
light commoner robes he was wearing were very different from the Gusu Lan clothing he was used 
to, but he looked good in them too. As his eyes traveled, however, he couldn't admire it for much 
longer, as he immediately caught sight of scratches on his neck, and even near his face. 


Wei Wuxian was certain they were not there during that first night. 


Wen Qing frowned at Lan Wangji's answer, staring at Wei Wuxian with eyes that wondered how he 
could possibly not only be conscious, but speaking and arguing with so much energy, even after 
losing so much blood. After a while, she said, "I see. His circulation is still not good, but it's stable 
enough. Wei Wuxian, the poison has been mostly purged, but under no circumstance can you 
physically exert yourself. You'll need as much rest as possible if you wish to be able to walk by 
tomorrow," 


She let go of his wrist, and Wei Wuxian instinctively brought it close to his chest, "I'm fine 
already," he mumbled, which Wen Qing did not dignify with an answer. 


"We... We will be taking our leave now. Lan-gongzi, if it's not too much trouble, could you... um..." 
Wen Qionglin looked down at the tray of food, and then back at Lan Wangji. 


Lan Wangji understood, nodding, and Wen Qionglin seemed relieved. He chose to leave the side- 
chamber, not wanting to make Wei Wuxian even more uncomfortable. On their way out, Lan 
Wangji thanked both siblings once again, then slid the door closed. 


Returning to Wei Wuxian’s side, he sat on the stool unhurriedly, taking a bowl of warm, steaming 
vegetable soup from the tray. Wei Wuxian watched him with an unreadable expression. 


"I can feed myself, Lan Zhan. There's no need for this," he spoke low, and a bit mellow, "Just... 
help me sit up a bit," 


Lan Wangji took just one second too long to reply, "...Mn." 


Wei Wuxian bit his lips so as to not make a sound as Lan Wangji gently helped him adjust himself, 
but it was still a little too obvious just how sore his body was. When a sting punctured through his 
body, he couldn’t help but whimper, and Lan Wangji paused immediately, hands supporting Wei 
Wuxian’s back. 


“Wei Ying, you should stay lying down.” he said, almost too gently. 


“Nah, I’m fine, haha. How am I supposed to eat while lying down, Lan Zhan? Aiyo, you were so 
rough last night, Hanguang-jun, but I’m not that—” 


Lan Wangji's face paled, and Wei Wuxian immediately bit his tongue. The joke had slipped out of 
his mouth without any thought, as they often did around Lan Wangji. For some reason, he expected 
his friend to react in a that flustered or exasperated manner of his, helping it finally break the ice 
between them, but now he couldn't fathom why he'd ever thought that type of joke would be 
appropriate, and the atmosphere only stiffened further between them. 


Cursing himself, Wei Wuxian shut his mouth, pushing himself up and letting Lan Wangji help him 
as he wished. He took the bowl that he was handed, and ate in silence for a few minutes. 


"Is it bitter?" Lan Wangji asked, catching Wei Wuxian off guard. He hadn't been expecting him to 
speak at all. 


"Why? Did my face give it away?" he huffed a laugh, handing him the bowl "It's almost as bad as 
your clan's food. Wanna try it?" 


Due to the tension and awkwardness, Wei Wuxian was ecstatic to have them talk about literally 
anything else. He hadn't even thought whether or not it would be appropriate to pick on Lan 
Wangji's family—which he hadn't seen in over four years—so casually, but by the time Wei 
Wuxian had considered it, the spoon was already in front of Lan Wangji's face. For every slip of 
tongue and careless comment, Wei Wuxian was now overthinking twice as much. He was about to 
apologize and retrieve it when— 


"En," Lan Zhan calmly took the bowl in his hand, then brought the spoon to his lips. 


Wei Wuxian was speechless, “You...” 
"It tastes good." he said, deadpan, with his ridiculously indifferent face 
"...Pff—hahahaha!!! Lan Zhan!" 


Wei Wuxian couldn't bear it anymore, he burst out a laugh that had him bracing his stomach both in 
joy and in pain, "Hahahahaha—ow! Ah! Hahaha!! ouch! Aiyah... hahahaha!!!" 


"Wei Ying, be careful." 
"How can you still find that good?! You—ow! Lan Zhan, you're unbelievable! !" 


Lan Wangji let out a quiet sigh, though he seemingly relaxed a bit as well, "It is good for the body 
and for the flow of qi. You should finish it." 


"Ugh, my spiritual energy is even lower than a commoner's now, who needs it? Say, can I have the 
baozi instead? Pleeeease, Lan Zhan, the soup is so bitter, and I haven't had one in so long." 


"Eat the soup first." 


Wei Wuxian pouted, but relented. He hadn't thought that his stomach could handle it anyway, he 
was just happy to see Lan Zhan go back to his little stick-in-the-mud self, so his heart felt much 
lighter. Still, he didn't show it, moping and stabbing his soup a bit, making a show of being fussy. 
Feeling more relaxed, Wei Wuxian finished his bowl and even got to have a couple bites of the 
bland baozi before his stomach grumbled ‘absolutely not’, and handed it back to Lan Wangji. 


There was still something hanging in the air between them. Many things, in fact, but neither of 
them knew how to break it. Yet, surprising him once again, Lan Wangji was the one to speak first. 


"How do you feel?" 

"Not bad!" Wei Wuxian answered, a bit too fast, "Just a bit sore, but nothing bad, hah." 
Lan Wangji only let out a quiet, unconvinced sigh. 

"And, um, what about you?" 

Lan Wangji looked up at him in question. 

Wei Wuxian tried again, "You. Are you... okay?" 

"Yes," he paused, "Why do you—?" 


"Nothing!! Just, yeah, just asking. You, um... I thought you looked a bit tired. Oh, right, how did we 
get here, anyways? Did you know Wen Qing beforehand?" 


The sudden change of subject did not escape Lan Wangji's notice, but he let it happen, "No. It was 
Wen Qionglin who came in search of you," 


"Of me? How did he know I'd be here? He... he wasn't in that room back then, was he? I don’t 
remember him." 


"He was not," Lan Wangji said, "but he was told you would come that night, thus he waited outside 
alongside a palace sedan." 


"...Oh," Wei Wuxian dropped his gaze for a moment, thinking, "Mn... and you are sure they are 
trustworthy?" 


Lan Wangji paused for a moment, as if considering his answer, "At this point, they cannot safely 
turn us in without consequence. They were also indispensable in removing the poison from your 
body. I believe their intentions are genuine." 


Wei Wuxian's gaze was low, but one could tell he was still listening 
"Wei Ying," Lan Wangji called, and Wei Wuxian finally looked back up, "You are safe." 


Lan Wangji spoke so firmly, yet still so softly, it robbed Wei Wuxian of his breath. He couldn't tell 
why, but it made his heart feel a bit tight. 


"Ah, Lan Zhan... it's not me that I'm worried about," he smiled lightly, though it quickly turned into 
a frown, "If Wen Xu is still alive, then if they catch us, you might... no, you can't go back, okay? 
How did your clan even send you here, I don’t get it! But regardless, you’re not going back." 


Lan Wangji shook his head, "I came willingly." 


"You what?!" Wei Wuxian suddenly raised his head, thinking he must have heard wrong, "How? 
They went to Gusu to get you?" 


Another headshake, "They wished to have me bound to one of Wen Ruohan’s sons as a hostage. It 
would be Gusu Lan’s proof of loyalty, as well as a show of power. They sent a messenger, 
threatening to eradicate the Gusu Lan bloodline for treason if the conditions were not met. Brother 
and Uncle still refused, hoping to negotiate, but Wen Ruohan would not have taken it kindly. Thus, 
I left on my own." 


"Lan Zhan! You—!" A stab of pain pierced through his chest, and he coughed dry. His lungs 
burned, but thankfully it was only a few droplets of blood, from the wounds left the past few days. 


Wei Wuxian didn't know if he wanted to laugh or cry. If he could, he would be yelling and scolding 
Lan Wangji right there about how you can't do this sort of thing to people who care about you, 
but... He wasn't really one to speak, was he? 


Lan Wangji rubbed his back, sending a light wave of spiritual energy. Wei Wuxian let out a laugh, 
"You're ridiculous, Hanguang-jun," 


"Mn," he hummed, then held out his hand, "Wrists." 


Wei Wuxian took a moment to process what he meant, until he realized Lan Wangji had a bandage 
kit on his lap. It was only now that Wei Wuxian noticed the dressing on his wrists had some faint 
red spots bleeding from underneath. 


"Oh," he offered one hand to Lan Wangji, who immediately got to work. 
Part of him still wanted to babble throughout the whole process, but honestly, he was beginning to 


feel a bit dizzy, so he gave it a rest, only watching quietly as Lan Wangji unwrapped the bandages 
around his wrists, revealing deep red gashes underneath, then began patting them clean with a 


damp towel. Wei Wuxian was shocked at the state of these wounds, and how he really hadn't 
noticed them hurting all that much until he'd seen them. Where did they even come from? The 
forehead ribbon?! 


It seemed impossible that such a thin and delicate piece of silk could cause such damage, though 
thinking back, Wei Wuxian did struggle against it quite a lot. Thinking this, a thought flared up in 
his mind, and Wei Wuxian sneaked a peak at Lan Wangji, just to confirm it. 


...Why wasn't he wearing it today? 


A twinge of guilt and anxiety pricked at his heart. He looked back down, at the long, callused 
fingers gently tending his wounds. Following his hands, down to his wrists, where Lan Wangji had 
pulled his sleeves back a little. Hidden, one could just barely see red scratches left by what could 
only have been a rabid animal, with even bite marks peeking right where the sleeve covered it. 


Wei Wuxian didn't need to ask if he had been the one to mark him, nor why those scratches still 
looked so fresh, despite Lan Wangji's incredibly high cultivation. 


It all made sense now, in retrospect. Although Wei Wuxian remembered very little of what 
happened since he succumbed to the poison, flashes of red and blood curdling screams in his sleep 
would echo in his mind, as well as an ever-present warmth amidst the pain, soothing him while he 
fought in his panic. 


Who else could it have been? 


Lan Wangji must have been exhausting his spiritual energy reserves, wasting them on a tattered 
body with no core to hold it, leaving nothing for the scratches and bruises that Wei Wuxian 
blemished him with... 


That tightness in his chest struck him again. Deep down, Wei Wuxian had known that Lan Wangji 
would have never run away and left him to die on that bed. Even if Lan Zhan truly hated him, he 
was far too honorable and upright to abandon another person in that state. Still, it didn't stop his 
heart from hurting at the thought of Lan Wangji, instead of taking this chance to run away, trusting 
a random Wen cultivator and running even deeper into the walls that'd been confining him for all 
this time, just to save Wei Wuxian's life. 


It shouldn't be surprising. Lan Zhan was a gentleman, after all, Wei Wuxian had always known it. 
He could be a bit boring, cold, and stuffy, but he's also righteous, funny, and a wonderfully good 
person. Because of him, Lan Zhan was here instead, sacrificing his freedom and walking around all 
bitten and scratched, but still dressing Wei Wuxian's wounds and handling him as if he were a fine 
piece of porcelain, instead of... well, whatever Wei Wuxian patched himself up to be. 


Wei Wuxian's chest felt warm, but it also hurt too much. He was so happy, yet still couldn't bring 
himself to smile. 


Someone like Lan Wangji would likely believe they had ruined the other person after what had 
happened. Even if he'd been forced to do it, he would take responsibility for his actions, and all the 
hurt he'd caused. Was that why he was still here? Or was there— 


"I love you." 


Amidst a thousand faint and desperate calls of his name, a voice whispered back those words in the 
depths of Wei Wuxian's memories. A voice just like Lan Zhan’s... Wei Wuxian buried them 
immediately, and his head began hurting again. Unintentionally, he looked back at Lan Wangji, the 
silence between them not as easy and comfortable anymore. 


"Lan Zhan," he called quietly, just as Lan Wangji had begun unwrapping his other wrist. 
"Mn?" 

"Did you... um, get your forehead ribbon back?" 

"I did," he answered. 

"Ah, good, good. That's good! You didn't have to cut it out or anything, right?" 

He shook his head lightly, "No need," 


Wei Wuxian nodded, sighing quietly in relief. They fell into silence once again as Lan Wangji 
changed his other bandages, but now, for some reason, Wei Wuxian couldn't help but feel restless. 


Maybe it was that Lan Zhan without his ribbon was such an odd sight, especially because of how 
anxious he had been about it just two days ago. But now that he had it back, why wasn't he wearing 
it? The anxiety boiled inside Wei Wuxian’s chest, until he finally asked, "It can’t be like... illegal 
for you to wear it now, can it? After... you know..." 


Lan Wangji's hands paused, eyes looking up in question. 


"You know! After what Wen Xu made you do. You looked so afraid and anxious about it, is it 
sacred or something? Is that why you're not wearing it?" 


He didn't reply immediately, lowering his eyes to look at his wrist once again, at the red lacerations 
left behind by the ribbon in question. Wei Wuxian couldn't read his expression at all. It was quiet, 
and distant. Maybe even sad. 


"It is sacred," he answered, his voice low, "and I was afraid," 


A stone sank to the pit of Wei Wuxian's stomach. So Wen Xu did use it just to humiliate Lan 
Wangji even more than he already had. Just how vile could that Wen-dog be?! 


"But I may still wear it," Lan Wangji corrected him, "Wen Xu cannot take that away." 
"You... you can?! Then why... Oh!" 


His mind was still groggy, and he was having a difficult time putting some of his thoughts together. 
It was only now that Wei Wuxian realized avoiding any type of easy identification, even if they are 
somewhat safely hidden, would be the best option. It was almost embarrassing how long it took 
him to understand it, and finally, the heavy stone in his stomach became lighter, his worse anxiety 
eased. 


"It's for safety, right? Ah, that's smart, Lan Zhan, very smart, haha! I don't know why I didn't think 
of that first." 


Lan Wangji only nodded in acknowledgement, finishing up his other wrist, he said, "Turn around." 


Even that basic conclusion seemed to have taken a lot of brainpower from Wei Wuxian, who felt as 
if he'd been washed out by exhaustion. Not asking why, he simply turned around, doing as he was 
told. 


"... Your hair," Lan Wangji said. Wei Wuxian turned his head back slightly in question, not 
understanding what he meant. 


Seeing this, Lan Wangji shook his head lightly, "Nothing. Allow me," 


Wei Wuxian's confusion grew. He was about to turn and ask what Lan Zhan had meant, but a 
sudden warm touch against his nape made him freeze entirely. Lan Wangji was gently collecting his 
loose hair and brushing it away to one side. If Wei Wuxian had been even a little bit more on guard, 
he would have flinched and slapped that hand away, but he held himself back, and his panic died 
out as quickly as it came, leaving behind only the tingling remnants of warmth against his skin. 


Wei Wuxian almost wanted to ask him to do it again. 


This was nothing like the time not-Lan Zhan wrapped his hand around the back of his neck and 
pushed Wei Wuxian’s face against the bloodied pillow. The immediate scare aside, the gentleness 
actually made his chest feel very warm... and his face a bit, too. 


"So, um... Lan Zhan?" 
"Mn?" 


"What does it mean then, the forehead ribbon? Beyond the 'self-restraint' meaning, I know that one 
already. If it's sacred, but it can still be used like... that, then why do you get so mad when others 
touch it?" 


Lan Wangji's fingers paused minutely 


"It cannot be used like that," he said expressionless, though Wei Wuxian could hear some slight 
exasperation in it, "It cannot be touched by others at all." 


Now it was Wei Wuxian's turn to be surprised, "It can't? Why?" 


" 


." Lan Wangji went quiet again. Wei Wuxian turned his head back to look at him. 


Lan Wangji had retrieved the towel, and was looking down thoughtfully, almost evasively, as if 
waiting for a long enough time would get Wei Wuxian to forget what he asked. Well, at this state, 
he might! Which only made him more curious!! "What? Is it some family secret you can't tell 
anyone?" 


"It is not," he answered, rather quickly. Then, taking a deep breath, he spoke clear and precise, 
almost as if he was quoting a textbook, "The Gusu Lan clan's ribbon is a personal item which 
signifies self-restraint," 


"Mhm," 


"According to Gusu Lan's founder, Lan An, one can only be free of self-restraint when in the 
presence of the one they love and cherish the most. Thus, the forehead ribbon cannot be treated 
insensitively. It... cannot be touched or removed by someone other than the wearer, unless that 
person is..." 


Noticing Wei Wuxian’s change of expression, Lan Wangji did not finish his sentence. Feeling dread 
rising in his stomach, he called, "Wei Ying?" 


"It's..." Wei Ying’s face had gone deathly pale. He almost looked sick. He was staring at the 
bandages on his wrists, then, without a word, he dropped his face onto his hands and groaning 
muffly, "Ughhh, Lan Zhan, why didn't you tell me?" 


Lan Wangji didn't have a proper answer to that question. It was just that the mere thought of Wei 
Ying knowing the significance of something so personal always made Lan Wangji unreasonably 
anxious. Then, the Qishan archery competition happened, and then they got stuck inside the 
Xuanwu of Slaughter's cave, and Wei Ying touched his ribbon over and over again. Each time, Lan 
Wangji burned. 


He'd never asked, so Lan Wangji never told him. Even when he should have. 


Wei Ying himself seemed to be remembering those events, nails digging into his own skin, 
"Nonnghhh!! It's no wonder you looked so pissed off! Lan Zhan, I was such a brat! Why didn't you 
slap me into my next life?! I would have!" 


"...It was not your fault for not knowing." 
"That's not the—! Cough cough!! Ugh!" 


Not only had Wei Wuxian desecrated the ribbon many times, but Wen Xu had been carrying it so 
casually, and even his retainer and that pretty jiejie back then touched it too! How many people had 
Lan Zhan been forced to watch as they played with something that meant so much to him? Fuck, 
did Wen Xu know about the meaning too?! 


"T'll kill him," Wei Wuxian mumbled into his hands, voice full of disdain, "I should have made that 
girl eat his face back then, if I ever see him again I swear to the Heavens, I'll..." 


But he didn't finish. 
"...Wei Ying?" 


Wei Wuxian only shook his head, dropping his hands to look back at Lan Wangji, "...I'm sorry, Lan 
Zhan," 


..." Lan Wangji wanted to tell him there was no need, but Wei Wuxian interrupted him. 


"I've never been very considerate of you, have I?" he huffed out a breath, a small, joyless smile on 
his lips, "Teasing and bothering you like that back in the day, just to watch you break. Then last— 
no, two nights ago, you were trying so hard to stay in control, and I still..." 


Teased you, picked on you. Made a scene, said shameless things, riled you up... All while wearing 
something so important to you. 


"I'm sorry, Lan Zhan. You've always tried so hard to be self-restrained, just for others to..." he 
sighed, placing one hand over the bite wound on his neck, "That must have been really scary for 


you, 


In his voice, there was nothing but sincerity, but Lan Wangji was speechless. 


"For me?" 


Wei Wuxian looked back at him, then turned his body around, straining a little due to the pain. His 
confusion almost sounded amused, "Mn, who else?" 


"Wei Ying, I..." his voice came out low, as if testing to see if the one in front of him was serious, 
but Wei Wuxian only tilted his head. 


"...I hurt you." 
"So? That wasn't your fault." 


Perhaps not, but as the memories of that night became clearer with time... of Wei Ying yelling and 
kicking at him, fighting back, fearful wide-eyes filled with tears. Back then, it'd only made Lan 
Wangji hungrier. 


Even now, it still— 
"I hurt you," he repeated, eyes low, almost in a whisper, "were you not scared?" 


Wei Ying turned around fully this time. He looked at him for a little, then huffed a breath, letting 
out a short laugh, "You're Lan Zhan... Why would I be scared of you?" 


It did not feel like an answer. 


"Atyah... Hanguang-jun, don't feel guilty about such things anymore, okay?" gently, he took both 
hands to Lan Wangj's face, lifting it, "I told you I could take it. Did I lie, hm?" 


Lan Wangji sighed, "Yes." 
"W-Well, I—only so we could get away! And it worked, so... yeah." 


Lan Wangji shook his head lightly, placing his hands above Wei Ying's, "That is not what you had 
planned," 


"Lan Zhan," he pouted, "I'm tired, I'm hurting, and I'm sleepy. Er-gege, I'm trying to change the 
subject and you won't let me! Why are you being so mean to me?" 


"Wei Ying." 
This time, his tone was more demanding, exasperated. Wei Wuxian immediately shut his mouth. 


Lan Wangji sighed lightly, wrapping his fingers around Wei Wuxian's hands and lowering them, but 
still keeping them in his hold, "Please, do not do such things anymore." 


"...What things?" 


"Do not put yourself in harm's way for my sake, nor anybody else's," he said, "You do not need to 
minimize or subject yourself to suffering simply because you can endure it, nor must you lie to 
convince me you are not in pain." 


" " 


"Wei Ying, you do not need to protect me." 


Wei Wuxian went quiet. With eyes low and lips pursed, a small frown adorned his face. Lan 
Wangji's heart was restless. He couldn't read Wei Ying's expression at all. The only sign that Lan 
Wangji had not said too much, had not gone too far, was the way Wei Ying still weakly held his 
hand. 


"I can't promise that, Hanguang-jun." 


His voice was soft, defeated. As if he'd run through all his options, and found he could not choose 
any of them. "Not when you can't do the same. Not when I'm here alive while there's a world where 
you could have gone back home in safety." 


Lan Wangji only shook his head, "That was never an option." 


"Okay, not Gusu, then. But you could have ran away! You could be safe by now, instead of stuck 
inside the enemy's walls, wasting time when you could have just... you know!" 


"Wei Ying," he said, "Leaving you was never an option." 


That warm pain in Wei Wuxian's chest almost choked him. All words evaded him, and feeling his 
eyes burn, he dropped his gaze to his hands, just to find them still held by Lan Zhan. 


Wei Wuxian's lips trembled. Almost unnoticeably so, he squeezed the warm hand holding his 
before retrieving his own slowly. 


"...You've grown up, Lan Zhan," he muttered, "you've even learned how to make me speechless." 


Lan Wangji's thumb rubbed lightly against his own empty palm before reaching for the balm 
container and some clean gauze, not saying another word. Wei Wuxian understood, turning back 
around on his own. 


His mother had once told him, "You must remember the things others do for you, A- Ying, not the 
things you do for others. Only when people don't hold so much in their hearts can they finally be 
free”. Wei Wuxian had—and always would—treasure those words, but right now, the weight in his 
heart felt nearly unbearable. 


The memories of his time unconscious were mere flashes, blurred and distant, but there were a few 
times he opened his eyes that he was only now starting to remember. One of them had Lan Zhan's 
face, so very close to his. He didn't know why it was so, or why Wei Wuxian had woken up in the 
first place, but he had no time to wonder either; all thoughts had disappeared, because when Wei 
Wuxian opened his eyes... Lan Zhan was smiling. 


Well, maybe not smiling, that's not what most people looked like with a smile on their face, but for 
Lan Zhan, he might as well have been laughing in joy. Wei Wuxian had been so stunned, he 
thought he must have been hallucinating. Even with clear exhaustion and concern written all over 
his face, at some point, for some reason, Lan Wangji had looked at him, and felt amusement. 


It had never happened before. 


Wei Wuxian tried so hard during their teenage years to break Lan Zhan's walls, see a crack in that 
façade so they could finally be friends, but Lan Zhan never spared him a single good look. Yet, that 


time, with no prior warning — it'd happened! 


He was in pain and barely aware of himself, nearly unconscious, but in that moment, all he wanted 
was to keep looking at him. How unfortunate that as soon as he was noticed, Lan Wangji's 
expression vanished, and Wei Wuxian fell into oblivion once again. 


After that, his memories were significantly harder to parse. 


All he knew was that it hurt. It all hurt... but even then, there was someone holding him through it. 
Someone comforted him, gave him warmth, cleaned him, stayed with him, brushed his hair and 
whispered how it'd all be over soon. 


...Who else could it have been, other than Lan Zhan? 


It's not like Wei Wuxian needed it. It's not like he would ever resent him if he hadn't done it. Lan 
Zhan didn't have to. There was no reason to! 


Still... It had been a very long time since someone had taken care of him while he was in pain. 


So, despite Wei Wuxian's own resistance, in the back of his mind, those quiet, broken whispers... 
drowned amidst the memories of blood and pain and exhaustion, they grew clearer. They were all 
Wei Wuxian could hear when, just now, Lan Zhan looked and spoke to him with such sincerity. 


Wei Ying, he'd whispered, Wei Ying, Wei Ying, Wei Ying... 
If it gets too much... 

Leaving you was never an option. 

I don't want... to hurt you... 


Wei Ying... Wei Ying, Wei Ying— 


I love you. 
A quiet, shuddering breath escaped Wei Wuxian's lips. 


How pathetic, he thought. Only four years like this, and Wei Wuxian had already turned into a 
needy mess who takes to heart the broken words his drugged friend had sobbed in bed. Since when 
does he need that? 


The hand that had paused on Wei Wuxian's injury slowly began moving again, thinking it had hurt 
him while bandaging his shoulder. It was so careful and attentive, it only made the pain in his heart 
worse. In this agony, Wei Wuxian kept thinking, Lan Zhan, he... he couldn't possibly remember 
those things he’d said, right? He'd been so tired, his mind had endured so much from fighting back 
the poison to brainfog and exhaustion. He simply wasn't himself, especially near the end. 


It would be good if he didn't. He hoped he didn't. That's what Wei Wuxian told himself. But if so, 
then why was Wei Wuxian's heart still so restless? He was great at letting things go! Why can't he 
let this go too?! 


"Wei Ying?" 


Lan Wangji's sudden voice called him back from his stupor. Wei Wuxian turned back in surprise, 
"Huh?" 


"It is finished," he glanced to his neck, "are you alright?" 

"Yeah," he rubbed the spot between his brows, "Just my head hurts a little." 

"Get more rest," he said, and put aside the items to assist Wei Wuxian in laying back down. 
"Aren't you tired too? Lan Zhan, you need sleep, why don't you take the bed this time?" 

He shook his head, "No need." 


Wei Wuxian pouted, adjusting himself on the bed, "Fine, but don't let me sleep too long. We still 
need to plan what we'll do next," 


"Sleep. I will see to it." 

"...Mn" Wei Wuxian hummed, then asked after a while, "Are you really not going back home?" 
Lan Wangji only shook his head 

"Where do you plan to go, then?" 

"Uncertain. Perhaps the capital will be the safest." 


“The capital... oh, that could be a good idea, actually," Wei Wuxian mused, "the agreement to 
maintain the great cultivation clans' dealings separate from the Emperor's means that even the Wens 
will have a hard time searching for you without some slow bureaucracy. How smart, Hanguang- 
jun!" 


But hearing this, Lan Wangji paused minutely. He had already stood up and stepped away from the 
bed, but had been stopped once again. Without looking at Wei Wuxian, he asked with an 
inexpressive face, "Do you not wish to come along?" 


"Mn?" 


But Lan Wangji said nothing else, waiting for his answer. He knew Wei Wuxian had heard him this 
time. 


"Um... I'm not sure that's the best idea, Lan Zhan. Wen Xu thinks I'm dead, but he's still looking for 
you. I can get there on my own, of course, don't worry about that! But it wouldn’t be good if I 
slowed you down." 


..." That line of confusion appeared between Lan Wangji's brows once again, as he finally looked 
back to face him, "Wei Ying, that is not a concern. If you wish to come along, we will find a way." 


There was a deep-burrowed tightness inside his chest at the thought of staying by Lan Wangji's 
side, part of it almost felt like panic. He was far too aware that this is the most powerless he's ever 
been, and having Lan Zhan perceive it in even more clarity than he already has... how humiliating 
would it be? 


Wei Wuxian has had very little time outdoors since his imprisonment, which has progressively 
reduced everytime he misbehaved or was injured too badly. He'd pushed such thoughts to the very 
back of his mind for all this time, but now, he was being forced to come to terms with how his 
body, as it is now, might not even be able to walk for long enough, much less keep pace alongside a 
cultivator at Lan Wangji's level. 


How many times had it been beaten, after all? How many scars had not healed properly? How 
many wounds were left unattended? It was easy to keep your head up and smile mockingly as 
someone broke your ribs or whipped your skin raw, but while they would have forgotten about it 
just a few days later, Wei Wuxian would find himself curled in pain even years after, all because of 
the sudden cold weather or some unpredicted rain. 


If this was four years ago, he would gladly joke and whine about being too lazy, teasing Lan 
Wangji and asking if he could buy him a donkey or carry him on his back, but the Wei Wuxian of 
today didn't have the heart to. Too much has happened, and Lan Zhan had matured too much. What 
if he actually says yes? What if Lan Zhan really was willing to take care of him the whole way? 


And there it was... the other reason he could barely breathe. 

"Wei Ying," Lan Wangji asked him again, "Do you not wish to come with me?" 

Wei Ying, Wei Ying, Wei Ying... 

Those sobbing, loving whispers in the back of his mind, twisting his stomach, stifling his heart. 


Still not answering his question, Wei Wuxian let out a sigh, covering his face with his hands. He 
pressed against his own eyelids, hard, until he saw fireworks blossoming in the dark. 


"Lan Zhan, tell me the truth..." he said, not looking up, "how much do you remember from that 
night? From while you were poisoned?" 


He was clearly caught off-guard by the sudden change in topic, but not wanting Wei Ying to feel 
forced to answer his question, he answered sincerely instead, "Most of it." 


"How much is most of it?" 


"Everything from the early night. Some from the time after I succumbed. Very little from after our 
final conversation." Lan Wangji said, and then asked, "Why?" 


"Very little from after their final conversation’... that was when Wei Wuxian had convinced him to 
keep going, despite his own condition worsening by the minute. That was also when they held each 
other as Lan Zhan whispered those things. Realizing this, Wei Wuxian let out a sigh. It was as he 
suspected, then. 


"It's nothing," he forced a laugh, "It's best if you never do. There's nothing worth remembering 
about that night." 


Lan Wangji’s brows furrowed lightly, as if suddenly reminded of something that had evaded him 
until now, he asked hesitantly, "What do you mean?" 


"Nothing. I... I said a lot of silly thingst, you know the ones. We both did, so it's best we forget 
about it, okay?" 


It didn't happen often, but sometimes, Wei Wuxian really wished his mouth could just shut itself, 
because right now Lan Wangji only seemed to get more anxious, "We both did?" he asked. 


Shit! 


"Ahahah..! C'mon now, don't make me repeat all those things, you're just trying to embarrass me 
now, aren't you? I'm going back to sleep now, okay? My head is killing me!" 


"Wei Ying," his Adam's apple bobbed in his throat, "What did I say?" 


Feeling a bit awkward talking while lying down, Wei Wuxian pushed himself up a bit with 
difficulty, leaning against the headboard, "Lan Zhan, what did we just talk about, hm? I'm not 
taking anything to heart. That wasn't you, so let it go, okay?" 


Lan Wangji had his eyes low, as if he was trying to remember what had passed that night, reaching 
out for something just beyond the fog. 


"Lan Zhan, enough." Wei Wuxian called again, trying to brush away his own nervousness, "Stop. 
Listen—look at me, okay?" 


"That night... did I not fall asleep right after?" 


"You did! Of course you did, you were so exhausted, you fell asleep and made cute little snoring 
noises. Did you know, Lan Zhan, that you snore a bit? It’s all really adorable, so don’t feel 
embarrassed about it! Ha... really, you didn’t say any... thing... Lan Zhan....?" 


Wei Wuxian could not finish his sentence. because once he had looked up, Lan Wangji had 
suddenly gone pale and his body still, staring emptily at nowhere in particular. 


"Lan Zhan?" he called again, but to no avail. Wei Wuxian felt panic rise to his chest as he kept 
trying to call him back, "Lan Wangji? Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan, you—come on now, you said you were 
fine! Lan Wangji!" 


Dread sank in Wei Wuxian’s stomach, too familiar with what it meant whenever Lan Wangji's eyes 
were clouded like this, and before he knew it, he was pushing himself out of the bed, hoping to 
reach out to Lan Wangji and... shake him awake? Give him a few slaps until he comes back? Wei 
Wuxian didn’t know, and he wouldn’t either, because the moment he put some weight on his leg 
and tried to slide out of the mattress, his body collapsed onto the floor, pain flaring into every 
muscle and joint, stealing a muffled cry from his lips. 


That seemingly had been enough to snap Lan Wangji back to reality, who immediately came to Wei 
Wuxian’s side, helping to hold his body up, “Wei Ying!” 


Wei Wuxian must have blacked out for a second or two, because he hadn’t noticed Lan Wangji 
move at all. In one moment he was slipping away from the bed, in the other, Lan Wangji was 
holding him. Seriously, can’t his body work properly for one second?! 


He tried to speak, but all his organs were cramping as his head throbbed painfully. It was enough 
for Wei Wuxian to lose his train of thought. Lan Wangji did not wait, swiftly lifting him up and 
placing him back on the bed. 


“Tss, ah. I’m fine, don’t worry. Lan Zhan! You... what happened?! For a second I thought your 
poison had... are you feeling alright? Should we call that Wen... Wen Ning? That Wen Ning guy?” 


“..No need. My apologies.” he said, averting his eyes, “Wen Qing mentioned this could happen.” 


“Don’t—ow. Don’t apologize for that. Did she say anything else? Is it permanent? You’re not in 
danger of... losing your memories or anything, are you?” 


Lan Wangji quietly shook his head, still not meeting Wei Wuxian’s eyes. In fact, he had already 
stepped away from the bed, standing a respectful distance away, and a forceful air of indifference 
masking what Wei Wuxian assumed could only be nervousness. 


"Lan Zhan," 


But at the sound of his voice, Lan Wangji seemingly recoiled even further. Wei Wuxian looked at 
him a while longer, then, as realization hit him, he couldn't stop himself from letting out a quiet 
"Oh..." 


Lan Wangji had finally remembered. 
"Lan Zhan—" 
"P m—" 


They spoke at the same time, and they both stopped. 


"...""Wei Wuxian looked at him, waiting. seeing as he was doing the same, he spoke, "You first." 
Lan Wangji opened his mouth a bit, but no sound came out. Hidden beneath his sleeves, Wei 
Wuxian could almost see his fists clenching. 


Lan Zhan was someone who had always been succinct, direct and straightforward, but now had 
suddenly been left speechless and hesitant. Back then, Wei Wuxian would have loved to see a Lan 
Zhan this embarrassed and skittish. It'd have been a highlight, a step closer to breaking through his 
walls and meeting the boy on the other side, but even he couldn’t find any joy in it from these 
circumstances. 


It felt wrong. As if in just these few days, he’d somehow forced Lan Wangji to expose parts of him 
that he’d never meant for anyone to see. How he wished Lan Wangji had never been involved in 
this mess at all. How he wished Wen Xu’s plan had involved literally anyone else taking Lan 
Wangji’s place. For as comforting as his friend’s presence had been both now and then, it’d made 
the aftermath so much worse than anything Wei Wuxian knew how to handle. 


"Listen, Lan Zhan..." he spoke softly, almost as if coaxing a child, "We don't have to talk about it. 
Let’s just pretend none of this ever happened, okay?" 


Lan Wangji let out a trembling breath, "Wei Ying..." 
"It's fine! You don't... let's forget all about all this, okay?" 


It took a few seconds too long, but he finally heard Lan Wangji's low voice speak, "Forget?" 


"En..." Wei Wuxian looked down to the side, fiddling with fingers, "You don't have to say anything 
either. I told you, didn't I? It was all in the moment, I know you didn’t mean it, so I won't take it to 
heart. I won’t tease you about it, I won’t even mention it. From now on, it never happened." 


Then, they both fell into silence. For an uncomfortably long time, Wei Wuxian fiddled with his 
hands as he waited for Lan Wangji to answer, but he was surely taking his time in choosing his 
words. Wei Wuxian watched as his eyes lowered in thought, his lips slightly parted as if unsure on 
what to say. Then, as if finally understanding, he looked up again, fine eyebrows drawn together. 
"Wei Ying, the... things I said..." 


"Please, don't," Wei Wuxian interrupted, forcing a smile "you don't have to explain yourself, just 
let it go. I promise I won't tease you for it. It... it wasn’t you, and that's no fun, is it? I only want to 
tease my Lan Zhan, haha..." 


Lan Wangji shook his head. Sighing, he clenched his fists and he spoke, "Wei Ying, I think you’ ve 
misunderstood it." 


“Misunderstood what?” 


Lan Wangji closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. Then, as if finally accepting something, he 
approached the bed, sitting back on the stool and speaking quietly, but firmly, “The poison clouded 
my mind, for most of the time, I was unaware of my actions, or unable to control them. And 
although it does not excuse them, I... never spoke a word of lie.” 


Wei Wuxian froze in place. Even his breathing had stopped. He looked at Lan Wangji as if trying to 
understand a difficult puzzle, searching for a clue that may finally reveal its secret. But there was 
nothing. 


And so, Wei Wuxian did the only thing that still made sense to him. Slowly, he raised his hand, 
placing it gently on Lan Wangji's forehead, as he did so many times during that night. 


Lan Wangji only let him, his gaze fixed on him. 


But Wei Wuxian’s frown deepened. Still with that puzzled, almost baffled look on his face, he 
mumbled "...I don't get it," 


Lan Wangji’s stomach had already twisted into knots, he could only keep breathing to stay calm. 
Gently, he took the hand resting on his forehead, almost as if afraid to scare him, “Wei Ying, I... 
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Without hesitating, Wei Wuxian immediately retrieved that hand from Lan Wangji’s, “S-Stop! No, 
Lan Zhan, please stop. You—Are you certain we are talking about the same thing? Because I don’t 
think we are. Just... aiyah, er-gege, stop playing with me, tell me, what did you remember?” 


Is he doing this on purpose? Lan Wangji wondered helplessly. Still, he sighed quietly, trying to 
tamper down his anxiety, "The very same memory you are thinking of. Wei Ying, what I mean is 


" 


"No no no no, stop. No, that's—" Wei Wuxian pinched the bridge of his nose, as if fighting against 
a nasty migraine, "No. It's not the same, I know it because the one I’m talking about is..." He 
dropped his hand to his lap, lightly rubbing one of his bandaged wrists with his thumb, "Okay. 
Okay, Lan Zhan, so it may not have been a lie at that moment, but I... I can't take this from you 


too, with everything that happened—not this, Lan Zhan. Please, just forget about that night, okay? 
Don't say anything. I don’t wanna talk about it anymore." 


Lan Wangji was not afraid of rejection. 


No. In fact, he'd had accounted for it, almost as soon as he'd accepted his own feelings, he'd known 
they would be rejected. In his mind, he had many times imagined: an impossible future in which he 
would tell Wei Ying about the words in his heart—openly and unafraid, regardless of Wei Ying’s 
answer. Alone in the back mountain, practicing with a bunny in his hands, or lying in bed at night, 
kept awake by thoughts with nowhere to go, he'd fantasized it. 


Even years ago, while humming a song to a feverish boy in a dark cave, he'd been ready to accept a 
rejection. 


But still, it did not mean it didn't hurt. 
"Mn," was all he could say, looking down at his own hands. 


"You... Atyah, Lan Zhan, why do you look so sad now? This is a good thing, isn't it? Don't you 
want it?" 


The slight confusion pulled him back from his sorrow, and he looked up at Wei Ying, questioning, 
"Want it?" 


"...Don't make me say it," he let out a laugh, his eyes were everywhere, except on Lan Wangji, "I 
just think that... there are certain things in life you need to protect, you know?" 


He couldn’t understand why Lan Wangji was reacting this way, and the last thing he wanted was 
for them to somehow be on bad terms after this. Wei Wuxian waited for Lan Wangji to respond, but 
seeing his expression grow in confusion, he could only keep talking. 


Pursing his lips, he said, "It’s like... your ribbon, for example. Don't tell your uncle I said this — 
but, I think your clan actually had the right idea about it... About saving the things that are 
important to you for someone you like and trust. It's quite romantic, isn't it? I like that." A smile 
grew on his face as he talked, but soon enough, Lan Wangji watched as it began to fade as his gaze 
lowered, "It sounds like something very important to you and your family, but in the end, you 
couldn't even have that... Even before the war. I was such a brat and played with that ribbon of 
yours just how many times? I thought it was amusing how angry it made you, but I get it now. I 
would have been mad too. Tsk, really, how come you didn't beat me up back then?! You're too 
patient, Hanguang-jun." 


Lan Wangji let out a soft breath, “I should have told you.” 


"Nah, it’s not like I couldn’t have looked it up myself, is it? I just didn’t care, and then after the 
war... Well, it wasn't up to you anymore. Not only the ribbon, but everything else too." 


Wei Wuxian frowned again, and stayed silent for a few seconds more. Lan Wangji waited patiently. 


"So when it comes to that word,” he continued, “It’s the one thing no one can take away. It’s 
important, and the only thing we have left. When you do want to give it to someone, it should be up 


to you — when you actually want to, to someone you actually mean to, with no poison in your 
system forcing it out one way or another. I heard the way you said it, Lan Zhan. It was really nice," 
he said, softly, "but with everything I already took from you, both that night and before it... ah, just 
please, don't make me take that away as well, okay?" 


Lan Wangji felt as if he was in a daze. Hearing that, Lan Wangji’s eyes widened minutely. He saw a 
small, quiet smile grow in Wei Wuxian’s lips. 


"You don't have to take responsibility for me, if that's where it’s coming from." he laughed, "You're 
too proper, Lan Zhan! But I'm not some ravished maiden that must be compensated, I'm fine! The 
last thing I want is your pity. So, let's just forget that all happened, alright? Give me that peace of 
mind." 


Lan Wangji sighed lightly. He did not wish to force Wei Ying any further. At this point, all cards 
had been laid. If still, for one reason or another, Wei Ying did not want to believe that Lan Wangji's 
feelings were genuine, he had no more right to intrude. 


After all, beyond the visible scars, he didn’t know what those four years alone had brought him... 
but there was still one last thing that Lan Wangji could not allow to remain misunderstood between 
them. 


"You never took away anything." 
Wei Wuxian tilted his head, "Hm?" 


Reaching into his robes, Lan Wangji pulled out a white, thin strip of fabric, then carefully unrolled 
it, revealing the elegant forehead ribbon they were both so familiar with. 


"Back then, I was young, and resistant to it... but even then, I knew it was already yours.” he looked 
up, meeting Wei Wuxian’s eyes, with no more fear of them, “Wei Ying, you have never taken 
anything that had not been freely given." 

Including those words. Including everything. 


"You do not have to accept it," he said, laying the ribbon on top of the bedside table, "but it has 
always been yours." 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter 6 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Wen Ning was reading by the window when he spotted Lan Wangji leave the side chamber, his 
expression unreadable as usual. 


“Lan-gongzi!” he greeted, “How is Wei-gongzi? Has he eaten?” 


“En,” Lan Wangji nodded, then set the tray with the dirty bowls on the small table. “Thank you for 
all your help.” 


He smiled, “Ah, 1-it’s nothing, it’s nothing!” 
“May I stay in the main chamber? I do not wish to disturb Wei Ying’s rest.” 


“Oh? Yes, yes, of—of course, lemme just...” Wen Ning immediately stood up to close any open 
curtains, and light up the room. “W-Would you like some more tea? Or anything to pass the time? 
Um... most of our books are about medicine but... I-I’m sure I can find something that Lan-gongzi 
would like!” 


“No need.” he reassured politely, then sat down on one of the floor mats and closed his eyes, 
sinking into restorative meditation. 


Although Wen Ning had always prized the policy of not getting involved in others’ personal 
matters, he was only human, and caught himself wondering multiple times throughout the past few 
days just how close Lan-gongzi and Wei-gongzi had been before the war started. From the few 
words he’d heard, it seemed that they were little more than acquaintances who did not get along, at 
least until the events inside the Xuanwu of Slaughter’s cave. After all, how does one go from 
seemingly such indifference to this level of concern and loyalty, even to the point of risking their 
own safety for someone they hadn’t seen in over four years? Could a bond of life and death truly be 
that strong? 


...But it’s not like Wen Ning would ever know. When was the last time he even left the Wen estate 
to nighthunt? Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji had managed to defeat a beast of legends without even 
using any swords. How good would he ever be compared to that? 


He shook those thoughts away and decided to occupy himself with more productive things, such as 
reorganizing jiejie’s ingredients by clearing those that seemed too old and preparing new ones, as 
well as brewing another cup of medicine for Wei-gongzi. By the time he came to, two and a half 
hours had passed, and it was about time to treat Wei Wuxian again. Wen Ning looked to the side, 
seeing how Lan Wangji was still deep in meditation, he decided not to bother him, unless Wei 
Wuxian requested otherwise. 


“Wei-gongzi?” he called softly, knocking on the door. “It’s... It’s Wen Ning. It’s time for your 
medicine again. May I come in?” 


He waited, but there was no response. Slowly, Wen Ning opened the door to the dim side chamber, 
taking a peek inside. He expected to find Wei Wuxian asleep and had already begun to dread 


waking him up, but was instead surprised to find that his eyes were already open. Wei Wuxian was 
lying on his side, eyes lost in thought as he looked fixedly at a white ribbon held gently between his 
fingers, a thumb lightly rubbing over its delicately embroidered clouds. 


Wen Ning was caught between leaving him alone or properly making himself present, but knowing 
that jiejie would scold him for delaying Wei Wuxian’s treatment, he steeled himself and called out, 
“W-Wei-gongzi?” 


“Who—?!” Wei Wuxian almost jumped out of his skin, immediately hiding the ribbon under his 
pillow, he looked wide-eyed to the source of the noise, “Cough cough cough!!! Ow, fuck!” 


Wen Ning approached him rapidly, “Wei-gongzi! Are... are you alright?” 
“...Oh,” he looked up, displeased, “It’s you.” 


“T-It’s me...” he lowered his head for a moment, “I just need to examine you again but I... I can 
call Lan-gongzi if you'd... if you’d prefer...” 


Wei Wuxian opened his mouth to say something, but stopped at the last second. His eyes analyzed 
the young man in front of him, spotting the small bowl of medicine in his hands, and then glancing 
down at his clothes, brows frowning at the absence of his outer robes — and the flame-embroidered 
sleeves. 


“...” Wei Wuxian sighed, giving in at last, “It’s fine. Just give me the medicine.” 


Wen Ning nodded, but could only watch as Wei Wuxian painfully pushed himself up to a better 
position, waiting helplessly until he could hand him the small bowl. 


“T-It’s very bitter, but we... there’s honey we can add if you'd like?” 


“T’m not a child.” Wei Wuxian stated, before gulping it all down in one go and almost choking 
when the taste hit his tongue, shriveling him from the inside out. Wen Ning made a mental note to, 
next time, add some honey to it beforehand. 


He hurried to give him some water, and after the worst of it had passed and Wei Wuxian’s face 
wasn’t scrunched up to the size of a lemon, he sat down by his side and held out his hand, waiting. 
After a few moments of glancing back and forth between Wen Ning’s hand and face, Wei Wuxian 
finally handed him his wrist. 


“...Has Lan Zhan left?” he asked, almost too quietly. Wen Ning had been so focused on feeling his 
pulse that he almost didn’t notice it. 


“Lan-gongzi? Oh, no! He’s just meditating on the other chamber. I don’t think he’s going anywhere 
until you’re better, gongzi!” Wen Ning smiled, but that comment didn’t seem to have cheered up 
Wei Wuxian at all. So, he chose to stay quiet. 


Wen Ning ran a few more exams and asked a few questions about how Wei Wuxian was feeling, 
which were all answered with one word or hum. Once he was satisfied, Wen Ning smiled, “Good 
news, gongzi! Y-Your body is doing well purging the remains of the poison on its own, and your qi 
flow is finally improving. I... I believe it won’t be too risky if you leave tomorrow, though... Uh, I- 
P1 still need to ask Lan-gongzi to continue your treatment. It’s truly impressive how your body is 
still so strong after all these years!” 


Wen Ning didn’t sense anything wrong with that last sentence, but Wei Wuxian let out a cold laugh, 
saying nothing else. Wen Ning quickly began to gather his tools and stood up, but before he could 
turn his back, Wei Wuxian stopped him, “Wait.” 


“Y-Yes?” 


“...” Wei Wuxian stared at him with his brows drawn together, the redness under his eyes giving 
him a quite vicious appearance. Calmly, but with his voice low, he said, “I remember you now.” 


A shiver ran down Wen Ning's spine, paralyzing him, “Pa... Pardon me?” 


Wei Wuxian smiled coldly, as if finally catching a small rabbit in his trap. With a laugh, he sneered, 
“Tt really is you... Pm not one to usually remember irrelevant people’s faces, but I promised myself 
I would, that day. Every single miserable Wen-dog face, so I could watch them bleed and beg for 
their lives once we turned that war around. You removed your robes, but your face really hasn’t 
changed at all... And to think I almost didn’t recognize you.” 


“W-Wei-gongzi, what... I... I-I don’t...” the words struggled to come out. Wen Ning had always 
struggled with his speech, but the anxiety and fear in his heart almost rendered him mute. Wei 
Wuxian’s iron gaze felt like arrows plunging into his stomach, and he didn’t even know what he 
was talking about!! Was all this animosity from the archery competition? But what had he done?! 


“Playing stupid?” his cold smile faded, twisting into an ugly expression that showed nothing but 
revulsion, “Have you already forgotten about your presence at Lotus Pier on the same night that we 
burned?” 


Wen Ning’s heart stopped, and Wei Wuxian almost hissed through his teeth, “Or was that just 
another day’s work for you, Wen-dog?” 


Wen Ning could hear his own heartbeat through his ears, his limbs paralyzed, trembling as his mind 
took him back to that gore-stained night, blood and ash mixed in the heavy Yunmeng air. He had 
been with his sister at their base in Yiling when the celebratory laughs rang loudly: Lotus Pier has 
fallen! 


Much like two nights ago, Wen Qing had warned him not to act rashly, but Wen Ning still ran. 
Taking with him some trusted subordinates, he flew to Lotus Pier, hoping to somehow be able to 
mitigate the damage or help any survivors... but it was too late. The bodies of Jiang Fengmian and 
Yu Ziyuan already lay warm and lifeless on the crimson floors. 


He walked around, taking in the aftermath of the massacre, helping to collect the bodies and 
dispose of them with a mere semblance of dignity, whispering his prayers so that their souls could 
move on to their next lives in peace. It was while he was taking a short break at the northwestern 
corner of the field that he spotted them peeking from behind a large wall. 


Two pale, tear-stained faces, their red-rimmed eyes staring in rage and terror at what was left of 
what they once called home. They ducked immediately once they noticed their eyes had met, and 
Wen Ning did his best to not seem suspicious, leaving the field immediately. However, once he’d 
turned his back and gone around to try and distract anyone else who might see them, another group 
of Wen cultivators flew by, not too far from where they were hiding. 


How unfortunate, then, that at that very same moment, their grief became too much, the Jiang heir 
lept from their hiding place, followed closely by the head disciple. Their dark silhouettes, once 


hidden along the black tiles, now contrasted solidly against the light colored wall. 
Just in time for those flying cultivators to see them. 
“They're here!!!” 


The chase was done almost too quickly, and Wen Ning could do nothing but stand far away as 
Jiang Wanyin and Wei Wuxian were dragged and beaten in front of the bodies of the fallen Clan 
Leader and his wife. It was while looking at them, eyes filled with rage and sorrow, that Wei 
Wuxian somehow managed to save Jiang Wanyin’s life, at the cost of his own. 


That night, their eyes had only met for a fraction of a second. Perhaps it was because Wen Ning 
was visibly paler and weaker than most other soldiers, or perhaps it had been his high-ranking 
robes or his overall pathetic demeanor, but Wei Wuxian really had remembered his face, even if 
from that split second. 


Or maybe it was that Wei Wuxian’s hatred truly ran that deep. 


But the truth was undeniable: Wen Ning was there, hands and feet stained with the blood of all the 
young men Wei Wuxian had once called his brothers. It didn’t matter that no lives were taken by 
his hand; the crimson flames of his robes were still the same shade of red. 


“What is all this, then? Guilt?” Wei Wuxian sneered, his tone calm again, but not any less 
dangerous, “What are you really planning, Wen Qionglin?” 


Wen Ning swallowed dry, resisting the impulse to run away, he breathed a couple of times, hoping 
to control his pathetic trembling, “Wei... Wei-gongzi. I-I’m... I’m sorry.” 


“How many did you kill?” 
“No!! Me and jiejie n-n-never... We're only medics! W-w-we’ve never hurt anybody, I promise! !” 
Wei Wuxian frowned, “...Even if I believed that, then what are you apologizing for?” 


“I...” Wen Ning looked down, swallowing down his nervousness, “Back then I... I never forgot the 
kindness you showed to me, Wei-gongzi!! So when I heard that... that Lotus Pier had... I flew as 
fast as I could, but I couldn’t do anything at all! I saw you and Jiang-gongzi hiding behind the wall, 
but... when they found you I couldn’t do anything. I was too late... I’m sorry.” 


Wei Wuxian went quiet, as if trying to recall the details of that gruesome night. Although much of it 
wasn’t as clear as it once was, Wei Wuxian remembered his eyes meeting the ones of a boy around 
their age, with the same delicate features as the one in front of him. He had even wondered at the 
time if they had been seen and whether it'd be best to make a run for it, but then he spotted Wen 
Chao and the bodies of Uncle Jiang and Madam Yu, and all other thoughts left his mind... 


He was convinced that it was a trick of the light. That the boy only looked in their direction, but 
hadn’t truly seen them. It wasn't he who called for reinforcements, after all. Wei Wuxian 
remembered that much. 


“You really saw us back then?” 


“En...” he nodded, shyly. 


Wei Wuxian sat quietly then, and didn’t say anything else. Wen Ning was once again stuck between 
leaving and staying, when Wei Wuxian said quietly, “Qionglin,” 


“Y-Yes?” 


“...” he pinched the bridge of his nose, his eyes closed. His lips opened a few times, as if wanting to 
ask something, but it never came out. In the end, he sighed, and then asked, 


“You do know what I was imprisoned for, don’t you?” 


Wen Ning thought for a moment, and then answered, “Re-rebellion? Threatening Wen Chao’s life, 
wasn’t it..?” 


“En. At least that was their excuse,” Wei Wuxian said, “So did you stop to think what they’re going 
to do to you if they find out about your treason?” 


“..Gongzi,” 


“What they will do to your sister, too? And to every single one of your servants and their families? 
To your subordinates? Can you live with the guilt of knowing how many innocent lives were lost 
because of your impulsivity? Or do you think Wen Ruohan will spare you two just because you are 
family? Wen Qionglin, death itself would be a mercy.” 


He felt cornered. Wei Wuxian’s stare was dark and dangerous, fixed on Wen Ning’s like a tiger 
waiting to pounce. There was anger brewing beneath the surface that Wen Ning wasn’t entirely sure 
was directed at him, but a question had been asked, and despite the weakness of Wei Wuxian’s 
body and his bed bound condition, Wen Ning was far too terrified to know what would happen if he 
did not answer. 


“T-I.. I know. I know, Wei-gongzi!! I’ve... ? ve known the risks f-for a very long time...” 
“Are you not afraid?” 


“Of course, but I...” Wen Ning swallowing, fiddling nervously as he gathered his courage, “It just 
seemed like... like, like the type of thing you’d do too, gongzi.” 


That made Wei Wuxian pause for a moment, lifting one eyebrow, “Me?” 


“En... Wei-gongzi, you are the most fearless person I’ve met, always standing up for people, never 
afraid to lose face. Ever since that day, I always ask... ask myself ‘what would Wei-gongzi do?’, 
and it doesn’t make me any less afraid to act, but it... it gives me the strength to do it. Wei-gongzi, 
I know why you would be suspicious, I don’t blame you at all, b-but I truly owe you so much... I 
had to try it. It’s the least we could do.” 


Why?! 


Wei Wuxian sighed, an exasperated chuckle escaping his lips. He could remember as if it was 
yesterday; the rain and the harsh grass under his body as his desperate shidi grabbed his neck, 
choking him in grief and anger as they both cried hopelessly. This is what guilt feels like, Wei 
Wuxian found out. Not a weight on your back or a rock in your stomach, but a pair of trembling 
hands around your throat.. 


“Well, look where that got me,” he smiled, “You don’t need me as a role model, Qionglin. Just do 
what you think it’s right. Best to listen to your gut than listen to me, especially now.” 


Wen Ning frowned lightly, “Do you regret it, gongzi..?” 
Why did you save Lan WangJi?! Why did you have to speak up?! 
“..No,” Wei Wuxian replied. 


How many times have I told you not to stir up trouble! Not to strike! Do you really want to play the 
hero so much?! Have you seen what happened when you played the hero?! Huh?! 


Are you happy now?! 


“But I could have been more careful. I could have done something without placing a target on 
Lotus Pier’s back, I...” Wei Wuxian sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose, “Tsk, whatever, it’s 
useless to dwell on this now. But don’t think of what I would do, Wen Ning. Live your own life 
without regrets, and own up to the mistakes you make, as long as they are yours.” 


“En!” Wen Ning perked up, nodding like an excitable student, which made Wei Wuxian laugh. 
“Aiyah, look at me. I sound like an old man now. Listen... I have something to ask of you,” 


His face suddenly grew serious, and Wen Ning approached to listen. Wei Wuxian then whispered, 
low enough to just barely be audible, “If something happens, and the risks become too high to be 
worth it, please let Lan Zhan go.” 


“I... gongzi—?” 


“Tl help you if you do. Pll advocate for you, I'll claim I threatened you in some way, forced you to 
heal me. I'll talk your way out of heavy punishment, but you must let Lan Zhan go. Do you 
promise me that?” 


Wen Ning looked at him for a bit, and then nodded. In any case, he knew Lan Wangji being saved 
would mean Wei Wuxian wouldn’t be left behind either, but if that’s the reassurance he needed to 
feel safe under a Wen’s roof, then of course Wen Ning would give it to him, “I promise.” 


Wei Wuxian looked at him fixedly, then, satisfied with what he’d read in his words, sighed lightly, 
“..Good. Thank you, Qionglin.” 


Wen Ning smiled, said a few words to remind him to rest as much as he could, then left in silence. 


Once the sun had set, Lan Wangji knocked on the side-chamber’s door a couple of times, then twice 
more after hearing no answer. He couldn’t help but feel a twinge of anxiety at the silence, but he 
knew it was best to trust the Wen siblings’ assessment. He called for Wei Ying’s name, knocking 
just a few more times before finally making his way in. 


Wei Ying was one big lump under the blankets. It meant he was finally beginning to be able to 
move on his own, even if sleeping curled up like a shrimp was not the best position. Lan Wangji 
approached him silently, setting a tray on the side table, and then lightly tapping where his shoulder 
should be, “Wei Ying?” 


The lump groaned pitifully, and Lan Wangji huffed out a breath. 
“How do you feel?” 


Wei Wuxian shifted, a pair of puffy, slow-blinking black eyes finally peeking from underneath the 
blankets, “Hmm?” 


Lan Wangji took that as a good sign, sitting down by his side. “You must eat dinner. Are you 
hungry?” 


Wei Ying blinked a few more times before closing his eyes again, but still nodded lightly. He was 
very slow to move, so Lan Wangji allowed himself to assist him to sit up. Wei Ying’s head 
continued to tilt every so often as his eyes blinked slowly, coming in and out of consciousness. Lan 
Wangji had been warned that the medicine he’d been given was particularly strong, but it’d be 
important to try and feed Wei Ying even if he was not entirely awake, otherwise his body might 
weaken again. 


Lan Wangji was very patient, and with time, he got Wei Ying to sit up. It was endearing how oddly 
compliant he was like this, even if a little cranky. Lan Wangji was just adjusting the blanket around 
his waist when he saw Wei Ying’s hands underneath it, lightly grasping a white ribbon coiled 
around his fingers. 


His heart tightened at the sight of it, and Lan Wangji couldn’t help but wonder if Wei Ying had 
fallen asleep holding it on purpose, or if, just like when he’d been bathing him, he simply reached 
out for the closest thing to hold. Lan Wangji didn’t dwell on it, focusing on the task at hand. He 
reached out to Wei Ying’s hands, hoping to untangle them so Wei Ying could use them while 
eating, but to his surprise, Wei Wuxian withdrew them. 


“...” Lan Wangji blinked, looking up to see Wei Wuxian staring at him wide-eyed, seeming almost 
hurt at his actions. “Wei Ying?” 


eh You said it’s mine.” 


Lan Wangji knew that Wei Ying was not entirely himself right now, his mind muddled by the pain 
and sleep medicine, but it didn’t stop his heart from feeling like it was being squeezed. Forcing his 
tone to remain indifferent, he said, “It is yours. I am not taking it away.” 


Wei Wuxian narrowed his eyes, as if he didn’t believe him, and Lan Wangji sighed fondly, “Allow 
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me. 


He reached out slowly, and Wei Wuxian warily let him. Lan Wangji gently unraveled his fingers 
from the fine silk, then folded it four times, still within Wei Ying’s reach, placing it back onto his 
palm. 


“There.” he said, closing Wei Wuxian’s hand on top of it. Wei Wuxian watched it all mesmerized, 
letting out a soft little “Oh...” at the end. 


After that, Wei Ying was able to eat and drink without too much of a fuss, even though he made it a 
point to pout and groan at how bland that soup was. This time, however, he ate his entire steamed 
bun, and by the time he was done, it seemed like he was beginning to rouse from his drowsiness as 
well, even if it was clear the medicine’s effects had not passed. 


“What time is it..?” he asked, rubbing his eyes. 
“Almost nine in the evening.” 


Wei Ying took a few seconds to answer, as if trying to remember what that even meant. Then, he 
rapidly opened his eyes, “Ah?! Did I really sleep that long?” 


“Do not be agitated, you must rest.” 


“I’m not sleepy anymore,” he grumbled, eyes blinking heavily. “Ai... it’s just like when we were 
in that cave, Lan Zhan. I had been unconscious all day and night, but you still insisted I should 
sleep more. Do you really hate seeing me awake that much, hm? Don’t think I can’t annoy you 
while unconscious, I’m very good at what I do.” 


Lan Wangji huffed out a breath, his tone softer than before, “Nonsense.” 


“...” Wei Wuxian went suddenly quiet, then cleared his throat, changing the subject for no reason, 
“H-Has Wen Qing returned? Where’s Qionglin?” 


But that seemed like the wrong question, as Lan Wangji suddenly stiffened again, “...Lady Wen 
returned in the afternoon, however, both of their presences were requested at the Sun Palace over 
half an hour ago.” 


They fell into a short silence then. Both thinking the same thing, but not quite sure how to voice it. 
It was Wei Wuxian who had to mutter quietly, “Can I really not convince you to leave without 
me?” 


“..’ Lan Wangji only lowered his eyes. “Wen Qing has asked us to not act rashly. Security has been 
strengthened across Qishan, but according to her, they do not believe we are inside Nightless City. 
We will be safer moving during the morning, blending in with the civilians.” 


Wei Wuxian frowned, his head beginning to hurt again, “How do they think we would have even 
fled the Wen estate that night? There must be some suspicion that someone is hiding us.” 


But Lan Wangji simply pointed towards a dark corner of the room, where, until now, Wei Wuxian 
hadn’t noticed an unfamiliar spiritual sword resting against the wall. 


“Oh.” 
“Unless there is urgency, it is safer to wait until morning.” 


Wei Wuxian’s eyelids were heavy, and the headache only worsened. Without thinking clearly, he 
asked, “And what if there is urgency?” 


“Then we will escape,” he said, leaving no room for argument. “Regardless of where you wish to 
go next, you will not be left behind.” 


Wei Wuxian smiled wistfully, shaking his head. In his hands, the weight of Lan Zhan’s ribbon 
suddenly felt all that much heavier. Lan Wangji noticed his slowing movements, aware that the 
medicine’s effects must still be taking its toll on him. He stood up, picking up the tray of dirty 
dishes. “Sleep, Wei Ying. I'll see to everything.” 


“Hm...” he mumbled, unwittingly drooping back into the mattress, “Wait, what about you?” 


“Sleep,” was the last thing Wei Wuxian heard before his vision darkened once again. 


A-Xian... 
She called, tearing his heart open with her bare hands. 
A-XTAN!!!! 


She cried, bloodcurdling, and he wished he could peel his skin off its flesh. It would hurt less, he 
thinks. At least that’s a pain he could withstand. 


A familiar haunting would often claw its way into his dreams and refuse to let go, leaving him 
crying breathlessly with no promise of respite, and tonight had been no different. By the time he’d 
opened his eyes again, Wei Wuxian’s body was on fire, his muscles entirely unresponsive. The 
room’s only candle was burning low, leaving the place in almost full darkness. The eerie familiarity 
of these conditions made his heart sink in anxiety, and had it not been for the lack of hunger, Wei 
Wuxian might as well believe he’d never left at all. 


“Lan Zhan...” he whispered, as weak as a breath. His body was trembling and sweating cold, with 
a familiar wetness seeping from his nose and ears as he was unable to move his head to look for his 
friend. Maybe because the pain was too much. Maybe because he was afraid to find out that he was 
truly alone. 


But Lan Wangji had never gone far. From behind the screen, the sound of water splashing and 
fabric moving around caught his attention, but it was hard to tell through the sound of his ears 
ringing. He always hated when clients used his bathtub. It was the only thing he had. “Lan Zhan..!” 


Bare footsteps approached him rapidly, and Lan Wangji’s voice rang close to him, warm and 
soothing, “Wei Ying?” 


Wei Wuxian wanted to reach out to him, but it was as if bricks had been tied to his arms. Lan 
Wangji took his wrist into his hands, and Wei Wuxian tried with all his might to keep his eyes open 
so he could look at him. It was always so hard to tell when it came to Lan Zhan. At least with the 
poison, his friend had been so busy holding himself back from doing something terrible that little 
energy was left to control his face. Now, it was always so subtle, and Wei Wuxian hadn’t been 
around him for long enough to know how to read it just yet... and for some reason, that realization 
made him incredibly sad. 


“Your qi flow has gone awry again,” Lan Wangji said, concern seeping through his words. It made 
Wei Wuxian feel as if he’d done something wrong. Without caring for his own clothes, Lan Wangji 


wiped the blood from Wei Wuxian’s face with his sleeve, staining them once again. 


“Lan Zhan—” he whispered, his lungs heaving as if they’ ve been pierced, “Wen Qing... is she 
back?” 


Lan Wangji did not wait before passing him spiritual energy again, its warmth immediately 
soothing the most grueling of the pain, though not by much, “She is not... But Wen Qionglin has 
returned, and is brewing more medicine. It will be done soon, Wei Ying.” 


Having been called to the Sun Palace so suddenly must have botched their carefully laid-out 
schedule between concocting more medicine and giving it to Wei Wuxian. Although he was out of 
danger, his body had been completely knocked off balance, and even a minute without the correct 
dose would throw his qi flow into disarray and flare up the pain of his wounds, both old and new. 
Although Lan Wangji had meant such words as reassurance, who knows how long it could really 
take until the next dose was ready? 


But that was the last thing in Wei Wuxian’s mind. It had not been the pain that had awoken him, 
after all. His mind had reminded him of the question he couldn’t voice to Wen Ning, and the dark 
shadow that accompanied it; the one ghost that Wei Wuxian had never been able to tame — no, 
that’s he’d never even had the courage to try. “A-Xian!” it would say, smiling in broken, bloodied 
teeth. “A-Xian, right here!!” it waved, wearing the disfigured face of the one person Wei Wuxian 
would never be able to grieve. 


This is how ghosts haunt you, he would tell himself. Not all of them play fair. Some of them never 
liked him. Some of them enjoyed watching just as much as his clients enjoyed abusing him. It 
always came at his worst moments, and never as a comfort — It was a mockery of his resilience, 
ridiculing his stubbornness. It was his only weakness, the one thing that certain people had learned 
could truly get under his skin. Look at what your misbehavior has done, Wei-whore. Look at what 
you've made us do to her. 


He’s always known, down into the marrow of his bones: she was the one person he could never 
grieve. He would die as well, dragged into the earth or digging himself into it; and if it really was 
his fault, then he would... Wei Wuxian will have no choice but to— 

“Lan Zhan...” he whispered, “Please—” 


Lan Wangji’s eyes widened, and he leaned in closer, “Wei Ying, what is wrong?” 


“If I ask you something, you... you wouldn’t lie, right? Even if the answer is really bad? Will you 
still tell me the truth?” 


A little line of concern appeared between his brow, but he still nodded, “I will tell you the truth.” 


Wei Wuxian tightened his grip on Lan Wangji’s sleeve, who in acknowledgement, lightly stroked 
his forehead with his thumb, increasing the flow of spiritual energy just a little. 


“My... My shijie” Wei Wuxian breathed out, closing his eyes as if bracing for something, “Lan 
Zhan, where is my shijie?” 


A clear memory flickered in Lan Wangji’s mind — a young man crying for a name even in the 
depths of pain and unconsciousness. He had not meant to hesitate in his answer, but between the 
suddenness of his question and his recall for its answer, Lan Wangji had been quiet for longer than 


Wei Wuxian could withstand, holding back a broken sob from escaping through his teeth. Lan 
Wangji immediately recomposed himself, answering at once, “Jinlinta1.” 


Wei Wuxian’s breathing paused minutely, then opened his eyes wide, staring directly at Lan 
Wangji’s, “What..?” 


“Her marriage to Jin Zixuan will soon reach its first anniversary,” he elaborated, “It was Jin Zixuan 
who requested it, although I am not aware of the details.” 


“The peacock..?” Wei Wuxian muttered in bewilderment, trying to push himself up, but failing to, 
“That Jin Zixuan?! He... and my shijie—?” 


“En,” feeling like he was going in the right direction, Lan Wangji shared the last bit of information 
that he knew of, “She has recently given birth to an heir, too.” 


Wei Wuxian’s lips remained parted as his wide eyes looked straight at Lan Wangj1’s, “She... I have 
a nephew...?” red-rimmed eyes filled with tears, though never spilling them, as his lips mumbled 
three words, “She is safe? How about Jiang Cheng?! Is he okay? Is Lotus Pier okay?!” 


Lan Wangji nodded, wiping a stray drop of sweat next to Wei Ying’s eyebrow, “They are under 
Wen control and their position is still relatively vulnerable, but they are safe.” 


“I have a nephew...” he whispered to himself, and for the first time in what felt like ages, Lan 
Wangji watched as a real smile grew on Wei Ying’s face, bright and youthful as he’d always been, 
“Jiang Cheng... and shijie, they’re...”” Wei Wuxian closed his eyes, tears spilling into his pillow, 
“They’re safe—” 


Wei Wuxian tried to hold back, but feeling the weight of over four years of pain and worries finally 
lifting off his chest was too overwhelming. He held onto Lan Wangji’s wrist, whose hand never 
ceased sending its warmth and comfort to him, and finally allowed the tears to come out. 


He was listless to the pain in his body or to whoever could hear him outside. He cried for each day 
he thought he’d never see the Jiang siblings again. He cried for all the years they'd lost, for leaving 
Jiang Cheng on his own, for missing shijie’s wedding and giving Jin Zixuan one final stink-eye 
before offering his blessings. He cried for not having been there on his nephew’s first few 
celebrations, and for all the future ones he might have missed had Lan Zhan not saved him in time. 
He cried for the uselessness of all the things he’d been told, and cried in relief for how none of 
them were true. He knew he would have done it all again if he had to. 


Wei Wuxian cried until there were no tears left, until his sobs were nothing more than quiet sniffs 
and hiccups, and had grown so exhausted he could barely keep his swollen eyes open. Once he’d 
calmed down and both his breathing and his qi flow had stabilized for a bit, Wei Wuxian felt Lan 
Wangji’s hand shift slightly, then his low voice asked in a gentle tone, “Thirsty?” 


Wei Wuxian felt something move quietly inside his chest, but was far too exhausted to think about 
it. Instead, he only nodded. Lan Wangji filled his cup from the jar next to his bed, then helped him 
drink. After that, he excused himself, hesitantly parting from Wei Wuxian for a few moments to 
speak to the servants outside. They ran off rapidly and returned with a basin of warm water and 
clean fabric, which Lan Wangji used to wash the blood, snot and tears from Wei Wuxian’s face, 
even if the latter did not hide how mortified he was that he’d forced Lan Wangji to do so again. 


Lan Wangji only shook his head, “It is my choice.” 


And Wei Wuxian would chuckle halfheartedly, “You shouldn’t have to choose, though... it’s not 
your fault I’m like this.” 


And Lan Wangji would go very quiet, and Wei Wuxian would feel a strange heaviness in his heart, 
knowing exactly what Lan Wangji would say next. 


...890, Wei Wuxian simply let him do it. 


Once they were done, Lan Wangji took his hand again, and they waited. The two stayed in silence 
like this; Wei Wuxian with his eyes closed, but in too much pain to properly fall back asleep. Lan 
Wangji also did not ask any questions, nor did he force any topic of conversation, all while making 
sure he had a constant stream of healing, soothing spiritual energy passing through his body, even 
when Wei Wuxian had no golden core to hold it. 


It truly felt like they were both 17 again, waiting alone at the bottom of a cave for a future that was 
still uncertain, with nothing to hold on to but each other. The only difference now were the words 
weighing between them, even if they both wished to act as if they had never been said at all. 


Wei Wuxian fluctuated in and out of consciousness, sometimes worse than others. At some point 
his headache had become so grueling that he couldn’t even open his eyes. Yet, although Lan 
Wangji’s serene face was out of reach, his presence was alive by his side; in the soothing wave of 
energy dissipating into Wei Wuxian, in the gentleness of his touch, in the quiet way he’d call his 
name, right before saying “J am here”. All that so Wei Wuxian would know that he was not alone. 


It made him feel warm and safe, but at the same time, the soft forehead ribbon held in his tight grip 
was the only thing blocking his fingernails from digging into his skin. 


“Lan-gongzi?” Wen Ning’s gentle voice came from the other side of the door as he knocked lightly, 
“Wei-gongzi’s medicine is ready.” 


“Come in,” Lan Wangji answered. 


He approached the bed, his face apologetic, “I-I’m so sorry for the delay, Wei-gongzi. We... Um, 
we got called to the Sun Palace and had to discard the medicine we were preparing before. Are you 
feeling better now?” 


Wei Wuxian huffed a breath, “Why are you apologizing for? You’re not even being paid to do this.” 


Noticing he was in a slightly better mood, Wen Ning relaxed a bit, “Please, drink. You must be in a 
lot of pain right now. I... PI assess your pulse, if that’s okay...” 


Wei Wuxian was busy scrunching up his face at the bitterness of the medicine, which Lan Wangji, 
in all his cruelty, insisted he must finish. Wen Ning analyzed him thoroughly, but his face didn’t 
look too good. Wei Wuxian wanted to wait patiently, but after everything he and Lan Zhan had 
gone through, his anxiety was really starting to peak. After a bit more time without Wen Ning 
saying anything, Wei Wuxian couldn’t hold back anymore, “What’s wrong now?” 


“O-Oh, it’s nothing!! I mean, no, there is something... ah...” Wen Ning shook his head, then took a 
deep breath, “I don’t wanna do or... or say anything before my jiejie gets back but, um... because 
the treatment got interrupted midway, your body relapsed. The poison, there’s still a little bit of it 
left that wasn’t purged — not enough to risk your life, but it’s causing you some harm. Not only 


that, there’s also the excess of yin energy that we don’t understand where it’s coming from, but 
it’s... it’s significantly worsening your recovery.” 


Wei Wuxian remained impassive, though Lan Wangji couldn’t help but steal a glance in his 
direction. 


“The antidote did most of the work,” Wen Ning continues, “so we were supposed to treat you until 
whatever was left could safely be filtered out on its own, not to mention give you more time to heal 
your wounds, but... Gongzi, at this rate I... don’t know if you’ll be well enough to leave by 
morning.” 


Wei Wuxian frowned silently, then huffed out a breath, “But we don’t really have a choice about 
that, do we?” 


Wen Ning opened his mouth, but couldn’t say anything, just shaking his head quietly. 
“What must be done, then?” Lan Wangji asked. 


“I... don’t know. Jiejie only told me to continue the treatment and wait for her to come back. Wei- 
gongzi’s condition is really delicate, I don’t want to risk anything... I can try some more 
acupuncture once his qi flow is more stable, but that’s it. I-I’m so sorry, gongzi, my jiejie would... 
she would have known what to do.” 


“Aiyo... didn’t I say you don’t need to apologize anymore?” Wei Wuxian said, seeing the way Wen 
Ning shrunk back into himself, “Why, unless you’re doing this on purpose. Are you?” 


“N-No!! Of course not, we—” 


“Then you’re fine. It’s fine, I can handle this. I got better much quicker in much worse conditions 
than this. Besides, what could go wrong when Lan Zhan is here, right?” he patted Lan Wangji on 
the shoulder, who did not evade or even flinch away as he used to before. Wei Wuxian was still 
getting used to that. 


“Oh! Yes, about that!”, Wen Ning exclaimed, “Hanguang-jun, Wei-gongzi's body has been reacting 
very positively to your spiritual energy. I... I think if you could continue doing so, it would help 
him recover a little bit faster... If it’s not too much to ask, could you do it throughout the night too? 
Or at least until my sister comes back?” 


Wei Wuxian felt oddly embarrassed by that comment, almost wanting to defend himself somehow, 
but was interrupted by Lan Wangji answering, "I will..” 


After that, Wen Ning smiled, said a few more words that Wei Wuxian did not hear, and left in a 
hurry. The servants outside were just waiting for them to finish their conversation to announce that 
the water had been boiled and ready to be used for bathing. 


“Oh, right... heh, sorry Lan Zhan, I interrupted your bath, didn’t I?” Wei Wuxian forced an 
awkward laugh, “Get back to it, go, go! My medicine will take effect soon, I should be fine for 
now!” 


But Lan Wangji shook his head, “I was already finished. This is for you.” 


“Ah?” 


“Do you feel well enough to bathe? You may rest some more if necessary.” 


Wei Wuxian shook his head, “No, no, it’s fine. You’re right. Just... um, help me get to the 
bathtub?” 


For the first time since he’d taken the poison, Wei Wuxian was made to take more than two steps 
away from his bed. Except for using the chamberpot, Wei Wuxian had allowed Lan Wangji to help 
him with everything else, from fetching water, to eating, and even hygiene. He hadn’t needed to 
stand up a single time. Wei Wuxian knew that if he needed to, he would be capable to do a lot more 
by himself, but he also didn’t want to risk the Wen siblings’ and especially Lan Wangj1’s efforts by 
exerting himself. Still, that didn’t make it any less mortifying. 


Lan Wangji was, as always, extremely gentle. He wrapped one arm around his still very sore waist 
and left another by his side so Wei Wuxian could hold onto it. Standing up was its own challenge, 
and each step was so painful and took so long that Wei Wuxian began to worry if the water 
wouldn’t be cold by the time they got there. 


“It would be easier if he just carried me, ” Wei Wuxian thought, but shook it off immediately. This 
however only made him worry about how they were ever supposed to ever make it outside 
Qishan’s walls while Wei Wuxian couldn’t even take a single step on his own. His brain began 
searching and looking for solutions, one more ridiculous than the other until he was finally stifling 
a laugh. 


“...?” Lan Wangji looked at him. 


“Pff—hahaha!! No, nothing, nothing! I just thought we could glue a fake beard to my face and 
pretend I’m your grandpa as we try to leave the city. Hahahaha, Lan Zhan, they’d never suspect a 
thing!” 


Lan Wangji visibly relaxed, sighing lightly, “It is an option,” 
“Hahahaha—! Ow, hahaha! That’s not what you were supposed to say!” 


Once they’d made it to the bathtub, Wei Wuxian stood still for a few moments, seeming almost 
sheepish out of the sudden. Finally, he turned to him, saying, “I... I might need some help getting 
in the tub, but then I can take it from here.” 


Lan Wangji nodded, and stood still waiting for... something. Wei Wuxian looked at him in 
confusion, until his friend pointed out, “Your... clothes.” 


“Oh! Right—!” 
Right. 


Wei Wuxian still hesitated for a bit, feeling weirdly embarrassed at Lan Wangji seeing him nude 
again, despite knowing very well he had done so before. Of course, back when they were young at 
the Cold Springs, there were no second thoughts between them, Wei Wuxian was simply 
undressing the same way he’d done with his friends before, but then, there was that night, where 
nothing was under their control and everything was done for survival. After that — although he 
could remember very little of it — Wei Wuxian knew Lan Wangji had to have been the one to clean 
him and bathe him with so much care. 


But now it was all different. They were both awake and relatively safe, not to mention the heavy 
words hanging between the fine thread of their friendship, Wei Wuxian wanted to pretend that it 
wouldn’t affect anything, but it was foolish to think so. Suddenly, undressing in front of Lan 
Wangji felt as scandalous as doing so in front of the beautiful maidens washing clothes in 
Yunmeng’s rivers. 


Swiftly, and mortifyingly so, Lan Wangji realized what had been stopping him, “I won’t look.” 


Wei Wuxian didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, “Lan Zhan—! No, you don’t need to. C’mon, 
what haven t you seen already, it’s fine. I don’t know what’s wrong with me today.” 


But it was too late, Lan Wangji had already stubbornly shut his eyelids, waiting for Wei Wuxian to 
undress. He could only shake his head, both baffled and fond, “You’re ridiculous, Hanguang-jun.” 


Finally, after struggling a bit more until Lan Wangji was essentially picking him up, Wei Wuxian 
was lowered into the steaming hot water. Then, still with his eyes closed, Lan Wangji gathered the 
soap and fabric and any other tools he might need, and Wei Wuxian could only raise an eyebrow at 
how swiftly he moved even when unable to see. ‘Cultivators...’ he thought. 


“Please call me if you need anything,” he said, and Wei Wuxian stifled a laugh. 
“You can open your eyes now, you know?” 

“En,” he hummed, “I will be on the other side of the screen.” 

“Mhm~! Thanks! !” 


Lan Wangji sat down and meditated while he waited, hoping to recover at least some of his spiritual 
energy before Wei Ying was done. Not that he had to worry too much. It had been dangerous at the 
first couple of nights, but now, his reserves were nowhere close to the end. Dual cultivation goes 
both ways, and he strengthened his core with Wen Xu just as much as Wen Xu did so with him. 
Besides, Lan Wangji wouldn’t have abandoned his training even at the threat of death. Wen Xu 
might have stripped him of his ranks, his freedom, his honor, his forehead ribbon, and even his 
name — but the teachings of his family would remain with him for life. If he were to lose them too, 
Lan Wangji might as well be dead. 


He listened to the sounds of water splashing and Wei Ying talking to himself, resisting the impulse 
to stand up and help whenever he seemed to be finding some difficulty. Wei Ying was still 
incredibly strong and capable, as well as proud, and Lan Wangji did not wish to be inconvenient. 
Especially after their conversation, it seemed that the more space he gave Wei Ying, the better. 
Allow him to decide how much closeness or distance was necessary for his comfort, and accept 
whatever decision Wei Ying makes... even if it hurts. 


He sat and listened, until both Wei Ying’s humming and the water around him became completely 
silent. Lan Wangji could still sense his energy from the other side, so he knew he was not in danger, 
but curiosity did strike him lightly. Still, he chose to wait a little more or until Wei Ying called him, 
just in case he’d simply decided to rest and relax in the warm. 


He waited, then waited a bit more, until a suspicion arose inside his mind and he finally stood up. 
Walking slowly and with audible steps, Lan Wangji went around the screen, politely taking a look 
onto the other side, seeing exactly what he expected. 


Wei Ying had fallen asleep, his head gently resting against the tub’s edge. 
Lan Wangji sighed softly, approaching him. He touched his shoulder, calling, “Wei Ying?” 


Wei Wuxian frowned a bit, but didn’t move. The medicine must have started to take effect, then. 
“Wei Ying, I will pick you up. Is that alright?” 


Wei Wuxian groaned lightly, “Nghh, Lan Zhan... Shhh, good boy, let me sleep, okay? I’m... so 
tired...” he raised his hand from the water, eyes still closed, and patted around until he’d found Lan 
Wangji’s face, pressing his palm against his lips. 


Lan Wangji might not have laughed, but he felt like he could. He reached for the towel then 
carefully wrapped his arms around Wei Wuxian, pulling him out of the water and sitting him on the 
stool to pat him dry. Wei Ying mumbled, whined and fussed, in what Lan Wangji assumed was his 
usual reaction to having his sleep interrupted, and strangely made Lan Wangji wish to do so more 
often. It was certainly more endearing and heartwarming than the last time Lan Wangji had to bathe 
him. 


Once he was sufficiently dry, Lan Wangji took him to the bed and picked a set of clean underobes. 
Wei Wuxian, however, seemed to be slightly rousing now, as he blinked and frowned confusedly 
while Lan Wangji moved him around to dress him. 


“...Lan Zhan?” he asked, drowsy, slowly recognizing the blurry blob in front of him. 
“Do not stir, Wei Ying. Go back to sleep.” 


“No, I... Hm,” he tried speaking, but his brain was very slow, “I meant to get up on my own... 
Now I made you take care of me again...” 


Lan Wangji shook his head, “I do not mind.” 
But Wei Wuxian seemingly grew even more upset, muttering quietly, “That’s the problem...” 


Lan Wangji didn't know how to answer that, so he didn't. He gently took Wei Ying's wrists to 
analyze how they were healing, and was glad to see that they were scabbing satisfactorily thanks to 
Wen Qing's almost miraculous ointments; the shallower gashes had already turned into red scars. 


Then, he let Wei Ying rest his head on his palm as he looked at the bite wound on his neck. That 
one didn't look as good, since its position meant the healing was disturbed everytime Wei Ying 
moved his head, but at least it was not bleeding anymore, and didn't seem to be infected either, so 
Lan Wangji bandaged it nicely, finally closing Wei Ying's robes and laying him down on the bed. 
After he was certain that Wei Ying was asleep and comfortable, Lan Wangji moved to stand up 
from the bed, but was stopped by a gentle pull at his sleeve. 


He looked back in curiosity, wondering if he’d accidentally let his sleeve be caught under Wei 
Ying’s body, but was surprised to find that it was actually his hand, lightly holding onto it. 


Lan Wangji did not think much of it, now familiar with Wei Ying’s instinct to grab around and hold 
whatever was closest while unconscious, but he did not expect that once he’d reached out to loosen 
his fingers, Wei Ying would only clench his grip even more. 


“...Lan Zhan...” he mumbled, as quiet as a breath. Lan Wangji leaned over, hoping to hear him 
more clearly. 


“T am here,” he reassured him, “What is wrong, Wei Ying?” 
“Don’t... leave, Lan Zhan...” 

“T am not leaving.” 

“Lan Zhan....!” he mumbled, a bit more demanding this time. 


Now he was clearly trying to shake himself awake, which was not only futile, but problematic for 
his healing. Lan Wangji briefly considered ignoring him until the medicine could take full effect, 
but a pain in his heart told him he should really not do that sort of thing to Wei Ying again. He went 
back to considering his options when Wei Ying's sluggish, quiet voice suddenly asked him, “Wait, 
Lan Zhan... Where are you gonna sleep..?” 


“Tve rested enough,” he answered, “Do not worry. I am well.” 


“But you'll be traveling tomorrow...” he blinked slowly, frowning a bit more, “Are you just going 
to sit straight all night, you...” he paused, a long yawn interrupting his words, “...you can’t do 
that.” 


Noticing that something was on his mind, Lan Wangjid decided to humor him for a little, otherwise 
his sleep would not be as restful as it should be, ““What should I do, then?” 


“..” Wei Ying went quiet once again, either unable to find an answer or unable to voice it. His eyes 
closed and he remained still for so long that Lan Wangji assumed the medicine had finally taken 
effect. That was, of course, yet another underestimation. 


“Tt hurts...” Wei Ying mumbled. 
Lan Wangji frowned, “Where does it hurt?” 


“My head...” he answered. Lan Wangji set one palm against Wei Ying's forehead, passing his 
spiritual energy directly to that spot. Yet, Wei Ying only got grumpier, moving and shifting as if 
nothing was comfortable enough, “...My back hurts too.” 


Lan Wangji frowned lightly, awkwardly trying to position his hands on his back as well as on his 
head, but it was difficult to do so without either slouching his back or moving closer to him. Wei 
Ying groaned a bit, still restless, and Lan Wangji couldn’t help but ask, “What is it?” 


“My tummy hurts. And my chest... my leg too,” 
Lan Wangji was beginning to feel a little bit helpless. 


Although this felt eerily familiar to a certain night four years ago, he couldn’t understand if Wei 
Ying was trying to say something, or if his pain tolerance had suddenly decreased by so much. 
Then, as if he couldn’t stand the frustration any longer, Wei Ying finally said, “Can you do that... 
the thing you did when I was asleep...?” 


Lan Wangji paused in thought. What did he do while Wei Ying was asleep? And which time? Wei 
Ying had spent most of his time asleep, and between cleaning him, changing him, giving him 


spiritual energy and treating his wounds, there was nothing that Wei Ying seemed to immediately 
need right now. 


“What do you mean?” he asked. 


“.. You just,” Wei Wuxian took a deep breath, worn and exhausted, and finally said, “Lie down with 
me... Pm cold.” 


Lan Wangji’s eyes widened slightly. 


It had been a moment of weakness. He’d told himself he would hold Wei Ying’s trembling and 
unconscious body to comfort him, rubbing his back and passing him spiritual energy to ward off 
any nightmares, but even then he knew it was all done for his own soothing as well. Lan Wangji 
shouldn’t have done it, not after all the ways he’d already forced himself on Wei Ying that night, 
but the exhaustion, the worry and the emotional pain had been far too great, and Lan Wangji’s self- 
restraint broke yet again. 


He hadn’t thought Wei Ying remembered any of it. 

He hadn’t thought Wei Ying would ever want him that close again. 
“..Are you certain?” Lan Wangji asked hesitantly, but Wei Ying nodded. 
“Mhm, it hurts, Lan Zhan... I can’t sleep...” he lied. 


Lan Wangji sighed lightly, both fond and exasperated. Shifting gently, he took one of the spare 
pillows and laid down next to Wei Wuxian, who couldn’t even keep his eyes open anymore, but 
still breathed out a self-satisfied sigh. 


He’d finally managed to trick Lan Wangji into sleeping on a proper bed!! 


Meanwhile, Lan Wangji waited as he expected Wei Wuxian to turn over so he could place his hands 
on his back and continue the transfer, but Wei Ying remained unmoving. Lan Wangji wasn’t 
entirely certain just how “similar to that night” Wei Ying wished them to be, but thinking of how 
badly he’d been complaining about the pain and how clingy he’d seemed while drowsy, Lan 
Wangji allowed himself to pull him closer. 


But Wei Ying let out a quiet sound of surprise, and Lan Wangji froze his movements. 


“...?” Lan Wangji waited, his warm hand hovering just above Wei Wuxian’s waist. He felt that 
familiar tightness prick at his heart, a sort of sadness mixed with anxiety and guilt. Hesitantly, he 
wriggled closer, not touching Lan Wangji’s body yet, but still able to hide his face under his chin. 


So, slowly, Lan Wangji lowered his hand, and a gentle wave of energy enveloped Wei Wuxian once 
again, a shaky breath escaping his lips. 


Lan Wangji also closed his eyes and relaxed, focusing only on passing over that energy and 
listening to Wei Ying’s breaths, but something still wasn’t quite right. Although Wei Ying was 
quiet, Lan Wangji could still sense a restlessness to him. Even with the medicine forcing him into 
sleep, there was still something keeping him from drifting away towards it. Lan Wangji decided to 
not force it, only silently rubbing Wei Ying’s back to help soothe any residual pain. 


It was only after a while that Lan Wangji heard a quiet, hoarse whisper breathe against the skin of 
his neck, “...1’m sorry,” 


Lan Wangji shook his head lightly, “No need,” 
Wei Wuxian huffed out a breath, “You don’t even know what I’m apologizing for,” 
“Then what are you apologizing for?” 


“1,” Wei Wuxian let out another quiet sigh, whatever facial expression he held still entirely out of 
Lan Wangji’s view. “I don’t... know what to do next,” 


Lan Wangji waited for him to continue, a different pain in his chest. Rubbing soothing circles on 
Wei Wuxian’s back, he asked, “What does your heart wish to do next?” 


“..Go home,” he whispered back, defeatedly. Then corrected himself with a forced smile, “I know 
we can’t, it’s not... I’m not asking you to take me there. I just—” he sighed a bit more heavily, 
seemingly frustrated at the sluggishness of his own thoughts right now. 


Lan Wangji hummed in acknowledgement, tentatively moving his hand to cup the back of Wei 
Ying’s head, passing him spiritual energy as he massaged it, hopefully soothing his headache as 
well. 


It worked a bit too well, as the pain muddling his thoughts went away, replaced by a comfort that 
made it all that much harder to keep himself awake. Still, he continued, only half-aware of what his 
mouth was letting out, “I was happy to stay there before, you know? I... I had to, but now that... 
shijie and Jiang Cheng...” he yawned. “now that they’re okay..... I don’t know what to do.” 


Lan Wangji didn’t know how to respond without bringing back the offer he’d already made too 
many times. He did not wish to sound forceful, so he only continued to rub circles on his scalp, 
asking hesitantly, “Is that why you never tried to escape?” 


Wei Wuxian huffed out a breath, “Who said I didn’t? There were spiritual shackles, Hanguang-jun. 
They’re like... oh, you wouldn’t know. You need to be a cultivator to open them.... The Wens use 
it all the time on common folks. Fucking cowards.... So how could a weak little coreless me 
escape, hm? No... I just couldn’t leave. That’s all.” 


Even Wei Wuxian could tell what a ridiculous lie that had been, and he only hoped Lan Wangji 
wouldn’t question him about it. Anxiety flared up in his chest at the sound of a quiet sigh, but 
thankfully he did not call him out on it, only pulling Wei Wuxian a little bit close. His fingers 
caressed the back of his head, and Wei Wuxian melted into his warmth. 


“I do not know when Yunmeng will be safe for you again, but you will see them again.” Lan 
Wangji said, his low voice as gentle as it could be, “Once this has all settled, we will find a way.” 


Wei Wuxian smiled sadly, shaking his head, “It’s fine. It’s too dangerous for them, Lan Zhan, you’d 
know that... Or will you tell your family where you’re going?” 


Lan Wangji breathed, but did not say anything. Wei Wuxian huffed out a breath. 


“See? I...” he yawned, stretching his body a little bit, “No, they’re safer if they still think I’m dead 
or missing. It’s fine.” 


He was right, of course, but it didn’t mean Lan Wangji was happy about it. Even if Xiongzhang and 
Shufu came to worry, they at least knew Lan Wangji was alive and capable of taking care of 
himself. It was agonizing enough to know that they would still be punished for his actions, but as 
long as they were not found to be helping him, it would not cost any of their lives. 


“You'll see them again,” was all he answered, and Wei Wuxian didn’t know whether to laugh or cry 
at his kind stubbornness. He felt Lan Wangji’s pull become a bit stronger, so Wei Wuxian allowed 
himself to simply wriggle a bit and let himself be held more closely. 


It would take just a little bit more, and their bodies would be touching. A little bit closer, and Wei 
Wuxian would feel his Lan Wangji’s chest against his forehead, feel the beating of his heart and the 
gentle pulse of yang energy that irradiated from the inside out. Wei Wuxian could bury his face on 
the crook of his neck, let himself be loved, held and protected, with no fear that a price would have 
to be paid. Even if he breathes out the painful words stuck at the back of his throat, Lan Wangji 
might not even push him away. He would not be angry, he would not resent him. Lan Wangji would 
continue to run his fingers through his hair, speaking his name with that cadence that belonged only 
to him. And it hurt. 


All this gentleness, all this kindness; they filled his heart with warmth just as much as they made it 
bleed. Ever since that cursed night where despair and poison had torn Lan Wangji’s heart from his 
chest and exposed it raw to Wei Wuxian, he’d been presented with something far too great and 
delicate for him to hold. A love and gentleness that he simply didn’t know how he could ever treat 
kindly. Yet — and this was the worst part — Wei Wuxian still craved it. 


In what only felt like undisguised selfishness, he wanted nothing more than to open his arms and 
welcome his love, to be enveloped by that warmth that for once felt unconditional and freely-given. 
It hurt because Wei Wuxian knew he would never be able to return it as he deserved. He’d wanted 
Lan Wangji to look at him for so long, and now that he had, it’d suddenly felt too much. In that 
cowardice, he wished to pretend he’d never received it in the first place while still basking in the 
comfort it gave him... He wanted Lan Wangji close, yet was unwilling to bear the guilt of what that 
closeness would entail. 


Lan Wangji would never demand anything in return. And it only made him feel worse. 
“Lan Zhan,” 

“Hm?” 

“You said once this is all settled, we will find a way.” 


As if just now realizing the underlying meaning of his own words, Lan Wangji stiffened, then 
loosened his hold on Wei Wuxian by a little bit, “En... my apologies.” 


Wei Wuxian laughed quietly. All that talking and Wei Wuxian hadn’t even answered his initial 
question of ‘what are you apologizing for?’, and now it was Lan Wangji saying those words to 
him.“You’re so silly, Lan Zhan... I haven’t even given you my answer, and you’re already planning 
so far ahead... Hanguang-jun, do you really want me to come with you?” 


“T do.” 


“Even if I annoy you and talk your ear off all day long?” 


Lan Wangji hummed,‘En,” 
“Even if you have to take care of me like some little vase plant?” 


“Wei Ying,” he reprimanded with no weight, and Wei Wuxian chuckled sadly, his eyes stinging and 
warm. He took a deep breath, choosing the words that had been weighing on his heart for all his 
time. Sore and aching, he drew his arrow and pulled it, aiming at the very person he was afraid of 
hurting. 


“Even if I never come to love you back?” 


Lan Wangji’s hands paused for just a moment, enough to cause Wei Wuxian’s heart to sink. He bit 
his lips and shrunk, bracing himself for a forced lie that would be far more painful than any true 
disappointment. 


But Lan Wangji simply placed his hand back on his head, caressing it lightly as he continued to 
soothe him with his spiritual energy. With the same sincerity that Lan Wangji had always spoken 
with, he answered quietly, “Yes.” 


Wei Wuxian had never let go of the forehead ribbon in his grip, its weight heavier than ever before. 
Swallowing his grief, Wei Wuxian tried and failed to keep his voice lighthearted as he said, “I’m 
not saying I won’t, you know? It’s just... if you just give me some time, I... I know I can figure it 
out—” 


Lan Wangji pulled away, just a little bit, and at that second Wei Wuxian felt as if his heart was 
about to shatter. Heavy eyelids finally opened in distress as he prepared to apologize or explain 
himself, just say anything to get Lan Wangji to not go away, but he was surprised to find that the 
distance between them had been made so Lan Wangji could properly look at him. It was dark and 
blurry, the pain in the back of his eyes nearly unbearable, but Wei Wuxian couldn’t help but want to 
look at his friend. Even if he couldn’t read his expression at all, he just needed to know. 


“I’m sorry.” Wei Wuxian breathed out, brokenly. 


“You do not need to say those words to me.” Lan Wangji said, the smallest hint of helplessness 
behind his gentle tone, “Wei Ying, my feelings are not your responsibility to bear. If you do not 
wish to accompany me, we may find another way to ensure that you are safe.” 


“But I do! Lan Zhan, I—ngh!” Wei Wuxian sucked in a breath, flinching at the sudden pain of 
raising his voice just a bit too loud. He scrunched up his eyes, pinching the spot between them. 


“Please, do not force yourself,” Lan Wangji begged him, “Let us speak of this tomorrow.” 


But Wei Wuxian shook his head. “I want to go with you,” he said, eyes closed, his face tilted 
towards the warmth of Lan Wangji’s hand, “Please, I... Lan Zhan. I want to go with you, I really 
do, but I... I never even liked anyone that way before, I don’t know how it works, and I can’t have 
you take care of me when I can’t even give that in return. It’d be too humiliating.” 


That came as a surprise to Lan Wangji. He’d always assumed that Wei Wuxian had been the type to 
conquer the hearts of all maidens that would cross his path, flirting with one and then another. Did 
that mean he never held any feelings for any of the girls he’d entangled himself with? Or had even 
that been all just talk as well..? 


In any case, none of that mattered anymore... though Lan Wangji might still try asking again at a 
later date. Instead, he asked something else, “Would it be humiliating?” 


“...Wouldn’t it?” Wei Wuxian buried his face in his pillow, “It can’t feel nice for you either, 
Hanguang-jun. I know how handsome I am, you know? Why do you think I haven’t had a day of 
peace in four years? I’m irresistible! And you even told me back then that all I do is flirt and leave 
others in turmoil... I’m just gonna hurt you again, and you'll still feel obligated to take care of me. 
So I’m...” He yawned... “Um, I’m not going.” 


Lan Wangji frowned lightly, but let out an amused breath, “You still remember that?” 


“Of course I do!” Wei Wuxian looked back at him, pouting, “you were so mean to me that day, 
Hanguang-jun... hmph! Pushing me, yelling at me, biting me... Teehee, of course I do... it was the 
most fun I’d had with you in a long time. Who knew Lan Zhan could be so vicious when he’s 
mad?” 


Lan Wangji continued to caress the back of Wei Wuxian’s head, massaging the sides with his 
thumb, “My apologies.” 


“Tsk, stop that,” Wei Wuxian sighed, eyes closing as he relaxed under Lan Wangji’s touch, 
“..You’re not allowed to say that to me either. We’re even from now on, okay?” 


“All right,” he replied. Wei Wuxian then finally wriggled closer to him, letting himself be embraced 
into Lan Wangji’s warmth. Resting his forehead against his broad chest, he slowly drifted into the 
waters of rest. Lan Wangji relaxed as well, burying his face on the top of Wei Wuxian’s head, 
pulling him closer until they could feel each other’s heartbeats. Hearing the gentle thumping, Wei 
Wuxian couldn’t help the fondness growing inside his own chest. He even let out a soft chuckle. 


“It’s like a little rabbit running,” he whispered softly, “...Does your heart always beat this fast, 
Hanguang-jun?...It’s so cute. I wouldn’t know it just by looking at you.” 


“Only sometimes,” he answered, somehow still patient enough to humor Wei Wuxian, who huffed 
out a breath in response. This time, it didn’t hurt as much. 


Wei Wuxian pulled his head back just a bit, looking up at Lan Wangji’s face again. It was all dark 
and blurry, his eyes barely able to open a slit, “Is it really okay if I go with you, then..? You won’t 
be hurt?” 


Lan Wangji shook his head lightly, “To be with you is enough. It would only hurt to have to lose 
you again,” 


“...” Wei Wuxian swallowed dry, burying his face on Lan Wangji’s chest again, letting out a 
comically long sigh, “Hanguang-jun, you can’t say that to me, I’m weak... That’s flirting, you 
know? When did you learn how to do that? If you’re trying to get me to sleep with you again, 
Hanguang-jun, it won’t work... I’m serious!” 


Lan Wangji smiled, only shaking his head as he embraced Wei Ying more closely, "Sleep now." 
"Mnph..." Wei Wuxian kept grumbling, his face buried in Lan Wangji's chest, "Fine, I'll sleep. 


Don't speak anymore then, you know I can't shut up if you speak. See you tomorrow, Lan Zhan... 
Tsk, so shameless, I can't believe it...” 


He continued to mumble and grumble into Lan Wangji’s chest, his words growing weaker and more 
nonsensical until they’d finally ceased, and there was nothing other than the quiet sounds of their 
breaths inside the dark room. Once he'd finally gone completely quiet, Lan Wangji lowered his 
head a little bit, his lips barely brushing Wei Wuxian's forehead, he said, as soft as a breath, "See 
you tomorrow, Wei Ying." 


It couldn’t have passed too long. 

“A-Ning! Quick, here!!” 

The sun was barely shining through the window gaps. 
“H-Hanguang-jun, you should take these too...” 


Wei Wuxian’s head was pounding as if a hammer was breaking it from the inside out, but everyone 
was making so much noise. 


“Wei Ying, ” Lan Wangji’s voice called him, but Wei Wuxian only buried his face deeper into his 
pillow. 


“Nghh,” he groaned. 
Lan Wangji was already moving Wei Wuxian’s body around and dressing him, “We must go.” 
“No... it’s,” Wei Wuxian mumbled, a frown growing on his face, “...What?” 


“There was an unexpected change of plans. Wen Qing said they’ Il be closing the gates of Nightless 
City in two hours. We only have until noon to leave Qishan as well,” he said, his voice oddly calm 
for the hurry of his actions. Wei Wuxian tried opening his eyes, but he found it impossible, the 
weight on them heavier than he’d ever experienced in a morning. Wei Wuxian felt the warm touch 
of Lan Wangji cupping his face in his hands, his head unable to stand on its own, “Wei Ying..? Are 
you awake?” 


“Lan Zhan, I,” Wei Wuxian whispered helplessly, unable to push his drowsiness away, “I can’t... 
move,” 


“It’s all right.” Lan Wangji reassured him, then wrapped his arms around his waist and knees, “Are 
you able to hold onto me?” 


Wei Wuxian didn’t even bother spending energy to answer, only grasping onto Lan Wangji’s 
shoulder as he lifted him up. The movement must have entirely knocked Wei Wuxian out again, 
because once he came back, he was sitting inside a sedan chair, with Wen Qing’s voice speaking 
outside. 


“These bottles should last him for two months, Hanguang-jun. He must take two pills a day for the 
next two weeks, then once a day for as long as they last. If his body relapses or his qi begins 
deviating, you may double the dose. These ingredients are rare, so few people will be able to make 


you more pills. Look for a trustworthy apothecary in every major city you pass through, and ensure 
you order as many as you can hold. Here is the prescription.” 


“Thank you, Lady Wen.” 


“Wei Wuxian’s body is still too fragile, and his stomach is weak. All meals must be either liquid or 
soft and steamed. Absolutely no pork for the three weeks, and avoid any spice or fried foods for at 
least two months. Does he drink? Not a drop of alcohol either for six months, at minimum. I 
understand it is difficult to adhere to a diet while traveling, but this is non-negotiable. He will 
relapse otherwise.” 


“Ugh...” Wei Wuxian groaned, “at this point you should have just let me die.” 


He could swear he had whispered it under his breath, but still the two people outside paused, then 
with a sigh, Wen Qing resumed speaking, “This is where we part. From this point on, I can not help 
you. Please—there’s no need, Hanguang-jun. Let there be no debts between us... I wish you and 
Wei Wuxian well. And my deepest apologies for the pain my family has brought you both.” 


“No more debts, ”Lan Wangji said in return, his voice impassive, but not unkind. 


Wen Qing huffed out an amused breath, a strange sound to come from someone who had always 
seemed so serious,“Yes. Very well, then. Now go. Good luck, Hanguang-jun. And you too, Wei 
Wuxian. And for Heaven’s sake, don’t be so reckless anymore. You won’t be so lucky again!” 


“Mhmmm,” Wei Wuxian hummed in acknowledgment, his mind slowly drowning deeper into 
exhaustion as time slipped away. He thinks they might have started moving, and maybe someone 
was in the sedan with them. Was it Wen Ning? It sounded like Wen Ning. Wei Wuxian nodded in 
and out of consciousness, his head resting against Lan Wangji’s shoulder. 


“How long will he stay like this?” Lan Zhan’s voice asked far, far away. He still sounded so 
worried, and Wei Wuxian decided he hated that tone on him. Lan Zhan should never have to worry 
about a thing. 


“A-Jie said—” 


But he never heard the answer. There was a beat, and then another, and once he’d come to, Wei 
Wuxian was being moved once again. He endured the painful brightness of early light to finally 
assess his situation, and found that he was now sitting on some sort of chair with large wheels at the 
sides. He’d only ever seen it once or twice in his life, carrying elderly men whose legs did not work 
anymore. Feeling someone collect his hair and hide it inside a large hat, Wei Wuxian couldn’t help 
but let out a laugh, “Hehe... are we going with the grandpa idea in the end? How filial, Hanguang- 
jun.” 


Lan Wangji sighed quietly, then knelt down by his side, adjusting his hat and ensuring it wouldn’t 
fly away with the wind. Then, he said softly, “Keep your head lowered, and do not fall asleep.” 


“Who’s asleep?” Wei Wuxian pouted dramatically, “Tsk, can’t an old man even rest his eyes for a 
bit anymore? Aiyah...” 


“Hanguang-jun, I can’t accompany you outside the inner walls." Wen Ning said, "Y-You have half 
an hour to make it outside of Qishan before the gates close. If something goes wrong, flying 
Southward should be...” 


But Wei Wuxian’s head rolled to the side, drowning out Wen Ning’s voice as everything went dark. 
He floated in-between the stages of consciousness, too exhausted to fight back. It was only when 
Wei Wuxian felt a long lost, familiar warmth against his skin, alongside the distant buzzing of 
voices, carts and animals with the delicious smell of morning breakfast being cooked on food 
stands that Wei Wuxian’s heart lept inside his chest, and he finally had the strength to open his 
eyes. 


He didn’t mind the blurriness or the painful light, because what he saw past all that was an ever 
growing crowd of people, some with hats on their heads or bundles of cloth on their backs. His 
stomach rumbled at the sight of a soft, freshly made pastry being eaten as argued with the stand 
owner over something he could not hear. A child passed by running to his mother’s arms, who 
seemed to be on her way to a trip and would have to leave her son to the care of her elderly mother, 
who was standing just a few feet away. He saw horses and donkeys, and a dog eating leftovers at 
the corner of an alley, which they thankfully passed by very fast, a gentle breeze brushing his face 
as they did. 


For someone who had been confined long enough to forget what it felt like to have direct sunlight 
hit the side of your cheek, Wei Wuxian was now seeing, feeling, hearing and smelling the life he’d 
thought he’d never experience again. All the things he’d once taken for granted, just to have it slip 
through his fingers. A strange sensation filled his chest, warming his eyes and stealing his breath, 
but Wei Wuxian didn’t mind to analyze it, he simply let a smile grow to his lips as he twisted his 
body a bit hoping to steal a glance of the person who made this possible in the first place. 


It was the first time Wei Wuxian had seen Lan Wangji in such dark clothes. His hair was up on a 
topknot with a wide hat shading his face, and he’d even been forcing his posture to appear more 
relaxed, which must be terribly painful for Hanguang-jun. Of course, however, he was still far too 
handsome, and they had both — for one reason or another — been kept away from the reaches of 
the harsh sun to easily pass off as a hardworking commoner. Wei Wuxian could only hope that with 
his own sickly constitution and frail thinness, they might just be able to pass as perhaps a humble 
scholar carrying his moribund relative back to their family cabin after looking for treatment in the 
city. “How tragic, ” the passing onlookers would probably think, heads shaking in pity, “they must 
have had to sell their donkey to afford medicine, being left only with that pitifully old chair!”’, and 
Wei Wuxian even allowed himself to cough a few times to really sell his performance, grinning in 
self satisfaction. 


“How do you feel?” Lan Wangji asked, placing a hand on his shoulder, and Wei Wuxian bit his lip 
so as not to laugh. 


“Good,” he answered, a smile pulling his lips, “Better than I thought.” 


They walked some more in comfortable silence, but as they finally approached the outer wall and 
the crowd began to change from the everyday movement of early morning city life to the rushed 
and anxious desperation of travelers, merchants, farmers and disguised criminals trying to make it 
out of the city before its gates closed, their hearts began to weight in their chests, perhaps because 
they fit into the most unlucky group of them all. 


They knew, of course, that leaving the city would not be easy, but guards stood at the large 
entrance, demanding all carts, carriages and wagons to be inspected, as well as any suspicious 
persons taken aside and interrogated. Wen cultivators could also be seen patrolling the skies of the 
surrounding area, so even if their targets made it out of Qishan, they would not go far before getting 


caught, and it seemed like two hats and one wheelchair were not helping their odds of passing by 
unnoticed. 


Wei Wuxian opened his lips, Lan Zhan’s name almost escaping them, but realizing how dangerous 
it would be if they were overheard, he quickly flipped through every name he could refer him as, 
one more incriminating than the other, until he finally landed on, “Er-gege,” 


Lan Wangji looked down. 


“Let’s try to blend in with a large group, one with no wagons or anything that will get them 
stopped. They might not even notice we joined in.” 


Lan Wangji nodded, then stood tall, looking for what seemed to be the best choice for them. Wei 
Wuxian looked too, but doing so sitting down was far less productive. After a while, Lan Wangji 
leaned down, asking in a low voice, “What about them?” 


He was looking at a large group gathering just a few feet away, Wei Wuxian squinted his tired eyes 
a bit, then shook his head, “No, they’re all young and energetic, we’ll stand out among them. 
Besides, look — three or four of them are carrying swords. They’re rogue cultivators. It’s possible 
they might recognize Hanguang-jun.” 


Lan Wangji nodded, then straightened his back again. He looked around for a couple minutes more, 
then asked, “Them?” 


He turned Wei Wuxian’s chair towards a smaller group. Those had a variety of ages, with parents, 
children and their elderly relatives. Their clothes were quite worn and rough, and were carrying 
very little. Wei Wuxian guessed they might be farmers from the same little village who had traveled 
together to the capital for some reason, and whose lives were entirely divorced from the comings 
and goings of the cultivation world; all they knew is that they had to make it out of the city in time 
if they ever wanted to go back home. 


The pair approached them as they began to head for the gates. Wei Wuxian initially thought it 
would be easy enough to start a conversation to better blend in with them, but knowing how rusty 
he might be, as well as the risk of dragging innocent civilians as accomplices in case they were 
caught, he asked Lan Wangji to walk just a few steps behind, but still at the same pace as the rest of 
them. 


“Keep moving. Remove all hats and other facial coverings as you pass by the gates,” a guard 
warned the crowd, “All carts, wagons and carriages will be pulled aside and inspected at the left 
gate! Large groups may head to the center gate, individuals and small groups head to the right gate! 
Do as you’re told and do not question if you are stopped!” 


He continued to scream more and more orders as they walked, his voice eventually fading out, 
drowning amidst the crowd. Lan Wangji followed the farmers into the center gate. The closer they 
got, the more agitated people became — fights and arguments began breaking out, which the guards 
quickly intervened to avoid a commotion. A woman somewhere nearby held back a scream when a 
guard punched one of the stirrers into the ground, repeatedly beating him until he stopped moving, 
as the other guards ordered, “Keep moving! This is your only warning!” 


Wei Wuxian wondered if there was even a single grain of soil in Qishan that hadn’t been bathed in 
innocent blood. 


Amidst his thoughts, Wei Wuxian felt a warm hand lay on top of his shoulder, and he instinctively 
reached out to hold onto it as well. Both their hearts were tight inside their chests as each step 
brought them closer to their freedom. As the people in front of them began removing all hats and 
head coverings, Wei Wuxian did so as well, and so did Lan Wangji, keeping their heads low. 


They knew it wouldn’t be over so soon. They knew they would stay in hiding, traveling as political 
fugitives for many years to come. They knew there would be no peace for them as long as the 
Qishan Wen Clan was still in power, but still... they were only human. Hope was the only thing 
they had left. 


And the city gates were right there. 
“Halt!” 
But it would never be so easy. 


The guard stopped their group, looking over, he asked the middle aged man on the front, “Are you 
Qishan residents? Where are you heading? How many people are you traveling with?” 


Wei Wuxian felt his heart sink to the bottom of his stomach, his hand gripping Lan Wangji’s even 
tighter. 


The poor man fumbled a little in surprise, but answered accordingly, “We... we are merely 
fishermen from Qingfeng, sir. We came to sell our goods in the city. Three families, um... nine? 
Yes, nine adults, twelve people in total.” 


The guard squinted, his eyebrows furrowing, “Twelve?” 


That, of course, caused their group to exchange glances and nervously talk among themselves. The 
young mother right in front of them — carrying a baby on a sling and certainly believing herself to 
be the one at the very back of the group — was suddenly startled at the sight of two strangers 
following right behind. She clutched her baby closer and stepped back, brushing against the others 
in front as she asked, ““W-Who are you?!” 


Why would it ever be easy? 


Her question caught the attention of not only the rest of the group, but of the guard interrogating 
them. Unsheathing his sword, he craned his neck and pushed his way closer, and at that moment, 
both Wei Wuxian and Lan Wangji acted at once. 


In one swift move, Lan Wangji sweptWei Wuxian into his arms, kicking the wheelchair and 
sending it flying towards the guard as he made it past the group. He cried out in pain as dozens of 
people screamed, running from the danger. More guards came to see what had happened, swords in 
hand and violently pushing any person standing in their way. Lan Wangji was just reaching out to 
the spiritual sword he’d hidden in a qiankun pouch when he heard... it. 


A long, eerie whistle. Cold and stale, like death. It sent shivers down the spine of anyone 
unfortunate enough to hear. 


In one second, there was nothing. In the other, the air had been filled with terror. The man who had 
been left beaten and bleeding on the ground suddenly sprang up, jumping on top of the guard who 
had killed him. Putrefied hands broke through the dirt and stone roads, grabbing the ankles of 


unsuspecting citizens and guards alike. Panic had taken over as people ran desperate to the gates, 
pushing and falling as all the guards were forced to fight corpses that had long been left abandoned 
to rot. 


Then, as if it wasn’t enough, the blood-curdling laughter of ghosts rang loud in broad daylight, 
attacking anyone dressed in official security garbs, and even going as far as grabbing onto the Wen 
cultivators who were patrolling above the city and had come down to investigate. All these people 
who have been so unceremoniously killed in these streets, who had been beaten, starved, mugged 
or assassinated. Taken by war or by some unfortunate tragedy. All the resentment that had boiled in 
their spirits and carried into their unmarked graves — Wei Wuxian reached out to it and embraced 
it. Stirred it. Demanded their vengeance... perhaps even added to his own. 


Blood was spilled and limbs were torn, and as the civilians ran and the guards fought for their lives, 
Lan Wangji did not hesitate, jumping onto the stolen sword and carrying Wei Wuxian into the air. 


“It’s them!!! Don’t let them escape!!” a desperate voice called, “Run!!! Warn Wen-zongzhu, Lan 
Wangji and Wei Wuxian are—AGHHHH!!!” 


But rotten teeth dug into his flesh until he fell limp. The horror only lasted a few minutes more 
until the ghosts dispersed and the bodies slowly stopped fighting, being eliminated at once. Their 
puppeteer was gone now, far away, his arms wrapped tightly around the man keeping him standing 
atop that blade. They could not under any circumstance stop or slow down, but feeling a strange 
warmth seeping through his clothes in the place where Wei Wuxian had buried his face, Lan Wangji 
diverted his attention for a moment, holding Wei Wuxian close with one arm and his other hand 
lifted his face, yet again stained in red. 


“Wei Ying?” he called anxiously, ““Wei Ying, how do you feel?” 


Wei Wuxian blinked slowly, frowning as he spotted the blotch of blood in Lan Wangji’s robes, then 
looked up at his friend, a guilty expression poorly hidden behind his smile, “Ah... Hanguang-jun 
braved the guards all on his own, I couldn’t help but feel a little moved, see? Mhm, I got weak in 
the knees and even my nose bled a little bit. Not only that, you’re even carrying two people on a 
stranger’s sword? After all this time without flying? Lan Zhan, you’re too amazing! Hehe! 
Ough...” 


He groaned in pain, resting his head on Lan Wangji’s shoulder once again. The latter sighed, 
rubbing Wei Wuxian’s back in comfort. There hadn’t been a good moment to ask, or perhaps Lan 
Wangji had been too afraid of the answer, but whatever technique Wei Ying had used to control not 
only the corpses and ghosts of now, but also the young courtesan girl that one night, it was 
seriously taking its toll on him and reacting negatively with the medicine in his body. 


Despite his own fears and reservations towards these sort of heretic techniques, Lan Wangji knew 
better than to berate him for using them. In these four years, Heavens knows what he must have 
done to stay alive, what they forced him to do... 


So, Lan Wangji wouldn’t ask him. Not now. Not until they were far away and safe, hiding in the 
Capital or perhaps in some unremarkable little village, with their feet on the earth and hands 
cupping the waters of a clear river, where the surname “Wen” would mean nothing, and four years 
of forced submission to its oldest heir could be washed away as easily as dirt beneath one’s 
fingernails. Not until Wei Ying was strong and healthy again, all scars old and fading, with nothing 
to blemish him again. 


...Not until Wei Ying knew there would never be a need to use such techniques again. 


No, instead, they flew in silence for a long time, embracing each other as if there had never been a 
day where they couldn’t. Wei Ying breathed deep and slowly against Lan Wangji’s chest, awake, 
but quiet, his eyes closed and face buried in the comforting warmth of his neck. It wasn’t until he 
felt Lan Wangji gently tap his shoulder and call his name that Wei Wuxian finally moved, looking 
up at his friend in question. 


“Look,” Lan Wangji nodded to the far horizon, and Wei Wuxian followed. From behind the 
mountains, the morning glow welcomed their newfound freedom, its light glittering atop the still 
lake waters in ways which neither of them had seen in a long time. Clouds painted the scenery in 
soft hues, and Wei Wuxian marveled at distant villages and dense forests bathed in sunlight as 
flocks of birds cut through the skies alongside them. It was a sense of both wonder and 
bittersweetness washing over him in ways he could only dream to describe, an almost-sadness in 
knowing that, out of his own volition, Wei Wuxian had been so close to never seeing today’s dawn. 
The soft, warm pain of knowing that someone loved him enough to ensure he still could. 


So he looked back at that person. At those eyes he’d once so wrongfully thought as cold and 
detached. He’d never seen the way the sunlight would melt into them, nor how his impassive 
expression held glints of affection in ways you’d truly have to know where to look. Wei Wuxian 
still wasn’t sure he knew how, but he wanted to learn. 


He felt his heart both light and heavy, and found himself uncaring to distract himself with a witty 
comment or nonchalant joke. He was alive, and he was loved. He was warm and free, and Lan 
Wangji loved him. Wei Wuxian could let go and know Lan Wangji would still hold him, for no 
other reason other than he wants to. 


So it was good, then, that Wei Wuxian didn’t want to let go either. He buried his face back in Lan 
Wangji’s neck and let himself be held into a tighter embrace, “... Thank you, Lan Zhan,” he 
murmured against his skin, and Lan Wangji only huffed out a breath, shaking his head lightly. 


“You do not need to say those words to me either.” he answered, with that heart wrenching sincerity 
he knew how to wear so well, and if Wei Wuxian’s eyes warmed and blurred at the sound of that, 
he did not care to stop them. 


V 


Chapter End Notes 


Yayy, here is the ending to the main story!! 


However!! You might have noticed the chapter count went up! I have decided the epilogue 
will indeed be posted as an extra chapter, however because its planning came as I was 
finishing the main story, it is still being written (worked on everyday, i promise!). It does take 
place a few months after the events of the main story, so if you, like me, is not ready to say 


goodbye to this version of wangxian, subscribe to the fic and keep an eye out for the true 
happy ending of their tale g 


Thank you so much for everyone who followed the story this far!! Hope I see you again once 
the epilogue is published!! 09 @ 


And if you enjoyed the main story, please feel free to share the fic promo on twitter and tumblr 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


